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Let not ambition mock their uſeful toil, X 
Their homely joys and deſtiny obſcure: 
Nor grandeur hear with a diſdainful ſmile, __ 
1 RR 


vide Gaar 8 Rear: 2 
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Now when the Negro freedom can acquire, 
No mere expell'd by traffic from his ſttore ; 
„Now when the Baſtile yields to Gallic fire, 
When Freedom bids the Belgic Lion roar : x 
Shall not my people claim aloud their right ??— 
k Spoke by Ix KN, Vide page a? 
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Advertiſement. 


A S ſeveral of the Subſcribers to the following 
work have expreſſed a wiſh that their names ſhould 
not be mentioned, the Author hopes his benevolent - 
- Patrons will excuſe the inſertion 2 ſubſcription liſt. 
| He however cannot avoid thus particultrly acknow- 
ledging the goodneſs of Henry Ottiwell, Eſq. and 
Mr. James Ferrall, Sales-maſter; rhe former of whom 
(with a liberality of ſpirit which reflects the higheſt 
| honour upon his character as a. private gentleman 
boy ah eee 
The Author is extremely ſorry. that the work 
ſthoyld be 10. deficient as it 15—both/ with reſpect to 
bulk, and quality of paper; but, preſumes to hope his 
melancholy ſituation will ſufficiently apologize with 
the humanity. of his Patrons and readers; particular- 
ly. as the work was only intended to be productive of 
a temporary relief, till be came into poſſeſſion of a 
final” property iel he . iu bopes "oF" roceivide 
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ro THE 


RIGHT HONOURABLE 


ur LORD, 

8 the [Lattontan' as were 
chiefly penned ona fubje& which 
al Europe knows is peculiarly dear to 


you, viz. that of NATIONAL LIBER. 


per character among the illuſtrious of 


| this country to whom I ought to dedis - 


cate my little work. 
Humbly hoping that ole trifling 


: ſome 


— 8 "4 FRET f 5 * Re 1 
| ; ; ö 8 3 4 TIN : 2 Wo. * 
| en of CHARLEMONT. | Se. Sc. 


TY; I do not ſcruple preſuming to fix 
upon your Lordſhip, as the moſt pro- 


effuſions of a Juvenile pen, will in 


{c 


IVE; 
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my Lord, 


* 


ſome degree merit your Lordſkip's at- 


tention; I therefore throw them at 


your feet, Aand if they ſhould be fa- 
voured with your approbation, ſhall 


eſteem myſelf honoured indeed. 


I hat you may long remain the ky 
of Ireland, and a bleſſing to all around 


you: that you may live to ſee the 


ſanguine wiſhes of an humble bard rea- 
lized, in the perfect emancipation of 
your country, is the n Prayer oo, . 


1 © 7 * - 73 
C * 


| Your Lordhip $ moſt obedient, 


| and devoted humble ſervant 
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Som AccouNr oF THE AUTHOR. 


T HE Author of the following Poems was born 
at Biſhop Auckland in the County of Durham, 
March 28th, 1770. If Aigh deſcent can beſtow 
real dignity on any perſon whatever, he certainly 
has ſome right to lay claim to it; as his Grandmo- 


ther's maiden name on his Father's ſide was 


__ Howard, ſhe being a diſtant relation to the noble 
Duke of that name :—whilſt his Grandmother on 


his Mother's fide, whoſe maiden name was 


Bellaſyſe, was allied to the Earl of Fauconberg. 


The Father of this unfortunate youth, (who 
was a Lieutenant in the army) dying when he 
was an infant ; upon his arrival at a proper age 


his mother ſent him to an excellent claſſic. ſchool 


at Kirby-hill, in the north of Yorkfhire, where, 
under the auſpices of The Rev. Meffrs. Dixon and 


Hale, he firſtof all imbibed that paſſion for the muſes 


which has ever actuated his ſoul in the moſt ſen- 


fible. manner.—Of that ſweet village he ever 
- ſpeaks with extacy, and looks back with tranſ- 


port on the happy days when he wandered through 


its beautiful vicinity, and admired the charms of 


| nature 
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nature with a Pope or a Thomſon in his hand. 


It was there that he penned numerous little. effuſi- 


ons of fancy which he committed to the flames 
almoſt as ſoon as wrote; and in- particular, 


when only about 12 years old made a bold attempt 


indeed at his age, and compoſed two Cantos of a 
Poem on the deſtruction of Jeruſalem by Titus. 


But alas this happy ſituation was not to laſt 


long !—our Bard was doomed to be expelled from 
the ſeats of innocence and peace, and what was 
more piercing from the cultivation of the claſſics. 
He had an Uncle who was of opinion that no 
ſphere of life was ſo proper for youth to be placed 
in as that of buſineſs, and therefore unfortunately 


not paying proper attention to his nephew's turn 
of mind, he prevailed upon his parent to teat him 


from the ſociety of Virgil and 'Milton to become - 
acquainted with Galen and Hippocrates — This 
his mother was the more ready to do, ſince hav- 


ing imbibed the principles of the Methodiſts, and 
afterwards thoſe of the Quakers, ſhe could not 


bear the idea of permitting her ſon to be a Clergy- 
man in the eſtabliſhed church, which profeſſion ſhe 
at hirſt intended he ſhould adopt. | 


Accordingly ſhe bound him apprentice to a ſur- 


geon and apothecary in Newcaſtle ; in which gay 
place he no longer “ trod the. pure virgin ſhows 2; 
himſelf as pure,” but launching as it were into a 

nero kind of exiſtence, far different from that in 


4 
4 


Gn) 


which he had ſþent his earlier years, through in- 
experience he was led to deviate into the paths of 
folly by the example of a gay fellow apprentice; 
and being inadequate to carry on the buſineſs 
which he was placed in, whilſt diſpenſing medi- 
eines, his mind was ſo totally taken up with 
Apollo and the nine, that he was frequently on 
the point of adminiſtering cathartics for emetics, 
and emetics for cathartics, thereby imminently 
endahgering the ſafety of many that were com- 
mitted to his care; till at laſt his maſter very juſt- 
ly growing out of all patience with his conduct, 
and he himſelf being heartily tired of the buſineſs, 
his indentures were zeſtored to him, and a ſepe- 
ration took place between them in the beginning - 
of the year 1789. fas | | | 


_ From this period may be dated the commence- 
ment of poor Atkinſon's calamities: and few are 
the youths that have experienced in a more pierce- 
ing degree the buffets of misfortune!  . - 


* 


Upon ſeperating from his maſter he fled for | 

| ſhelter to his aged parent, who though ſhe truly | 
felt for his melancholy fituation, had it not pro- Y 
perly in her power to relieve him, ſince from | 
motives which ſhe eſteemed religious, ſhe had for 
ſome years back reſigned a penſion of 20/. per 
annnm ; (which government allows to the widows 
of Licutenants,) and therefore had no other re- 

ſource left except in the ſhattered remains of her 
8 e fortune, 


N 

1 
! 
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fortune, which fhe had placed in the hands of her 
brother above mentioned; but this fmall moiety, 
(being exaſperated at Mrs. Atkinſon's conduct 
for ns, Thr her penſion, and at her ſon for = 
ting his dafnefs.) he thought proper to lay claim 
to; (upon what grounds he knows beſt,) and to 
deprive both the unfortunate Mother and Son of - 
almoſt their ſole earthly proviſion. Long ſteeped 
up to the very lips in poverty, they experienced 
all the bitterneſs of want, till at laſt through the 
aſſiſtance of a near relation, they were enabled to 
come over to Ireland, in order to procure a ſmall - 
property which was bequeathed to our Author by 
his Father's Mother from which they hoped to 
"experience relief, © - | 


w ww Wwe FJ | 


Accordingly: they landed at Dublin, but foon 
after their arrival found that the property in queſ- _ 
tion could not be touched till he came of age 
Here again, in aſtrange place, they became involved 
in ſuch a complicated ſcene of diſtreſs as our con- 
med limits will not allow us to attempt deſcribing. 
The Poem entitled the Complaint (ſee page 41) 
will delineate it in ſome meaſure ; ſuffice it to ſay, 
that ſtruck with admiration at the brave indepen- 
dent ſpirit which the Iriſh have lately evinced in 
the cauſe of freedom; and ſmit with a fympathetic . 
9 feeling for the ſufferings of our wretched peaſantry, 
1 he compoſed the following poems; and rather than 
foorſake the muſe which adhered to him in the vale 
of tribulation, refuſed taaccept of an offer vo 
> . 8 
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his Uncle. made by letter of providing for hs. 


again in buſineſs upon condition of his going to 
London. 12412 * vie, ' nt B 5 
Wich teſpeg to the following, poems, it is. to 
be hoped the Author's juuenile time of lic will 


plead for merey with the criticks. Whatever may 


prove the public deciſion concerning them, no one 


dan juſtly alledge ey are wrote by a pen tinctur- 
1 


ed, with. partialſiy: ſince although the Author at- 
3 the arbitrary conduct of the Engliſh, he is 
himſelf an 8NGLISHMAY, | and although he pleads 
for the oppreſſed Roman Catholics, he is a mem- 
ben of the n ABLISHED CHURCH! 
7 EEE 
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| Connar; 0 or, the Peaſant”. s complaint 7— N I 
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Phelint aud Doran; or, Ihe PauegyrI : 6 


E C LOGUVUE III. 
"Patric and Dermet; z Or, the Elevators YT 


ECLOGUE IV. 


DV and Dillon; or, the e 
8 * 


Shepherds. 
MISCELLANEOUS POEMS., 


I an, a Poem 
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N Elegy on te death of « a Ulle By. / 3 3 
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To charm with verſe divine Ierne's planis once 


ro THE 


Ricur HoNnNBLE. AND HoNnBLE. 
Tux MEMBERS or THE . 


ROYAL IRISH ACADEMY. 


Parrons of ſcience! whoſe benignant ſmile, 
Bids Genius and the Arts adorn this iſle, 
You, who Antiquity's paſt ſcenes revive, - 
Whilſt your reſearches bid ſuch relicks live, 
As paint Rome's manners to the wond'ring view | 
And the bright glories of proud Greece renew: 
You, who the long loſt Druids art reſtore, 
Who bid the Nine forſake each claſſic ſhore," 


more. | 
Ah! may the Aumbleſt of the muſe's train, 
Guardians of worth, addreſs you not in vain: 
A ſtranger by unfeeling fortune croſt, 
By thoſe he loves the beſt oppreſt the moſt, 
Courts in this iſle the ſweet Mænalain ſtrains, 


Singing the joys and ſorrows of its ſwains. = 


| (an); 
Though weak his efforts, Should you in them 
find, EVE. 
Aught which to ſoft-ey'd pity melts the mind, 
Which bid's the ſoul with freedom's warmth glow, 
And makes the patriot feel his Country's woe; 
With haſte arreſt the Ar eat'ning ftroke of death, 
And ſave a youthful Poet's fleeting breath. 
So, if hereafter, worthier ſtrains he ſings, 
Touching with nobler themes the hallow'd ſtrings, 


Your praiſe ſhall echo to the muſe's lyre, 
Whilſt Zeartfelt gratitude his lays ſhall fire ! 


T. Arkixs ox. 


Dubin, Sept. 26, 1791. 


ECLOGUE I 


CONNOR, OR THE PEASANT" O | 
PLAIN Tc: 


TIME=—MORNING. i a f 
Sich AN lays awake my gentle mul,” 


Nor let lerne' s iſle her themes refuſe. | 
Sweet themes! which Pope hath tun'd, with reed 


divine, A 
Which Collin's fancy "FACE +3 unh to ins. 
Begin, ſoft muſe—may glowing thoughts inſpire. 
Thy rural warblings, with deſcriptive fire! 


if _— Dao oh 


633 

Ix Munſter's province (when on zephyrs born, 
With roſy ſmiles aroſe the balmy morn 

Unveiling purple proſpe& to the view, 
Her ſteps advancing mark'd with ſilver dew) 
Sad Connor, penſive, drovethis fleecy care, 
O'er paſtures green, to crop their morning fare. 
While dead to ſmiling ſcenes which joy impart, 
The charms of morn delighted not his heart; 
Tho! linets warbl'd thro the leafy ſpray, 
Tho! larks with louder muſic hail'd the day; 
Tho? verdure ſmil'd beneath a pearly ſhower, 
Tho' fragrance breath'd from every beauteous 
flower: 
Vet his ſad ſoul cou'd give no trace to woe, 


While thus in mournful mood he taught his grief 
to flow. | 


% FAREWELL ye rural ſcenes -that once could 
pleaſe, 205 

No more the ſeats of joy and ceiling eafe ; 
Mute be my pipe, and mute the vocal "2 | 
Which oft” hath made a wretched ſhepherd vain, 
Now love itſelf my. ſoul no longer charms, 
No more I court fair Anna to-my arms. 
Adieu, ye ſportive flocks, my pleaſing care 
No more with wanton bleatings fill the air; 

| . Your 


b 
Your faithful ſwain for ever from you torn, 
In diſtant climates now is doom'd to mourn. 
For ah! no more (to ſad deſpair a prey) 
He means to ſpend in want the live- long day. 
Farewell, my native land, alas! farewell, : 
Thy ſcenes no more my ſorrows can diſpel. 


© I,L-FATED land! unhappy native ſoil ! 

- Gaunt penury rewards thy people's toll ;. 

Chill want and dire oppreſſion o'er thee ſway, 
Thy peace is fled, thy ſwains no more are gay. 
No more in mazy dance they tread the green, 
Whilſt rueful grief in each ſad look is ſeen. 
The ſable miſer here, with greedy rage, | 
Tears from the wretched ſwain his ſcanty wage; 
Deſpoils his flock, and lays his tillage waſte, - 
To pleaſe his luſt, or feed his pamper'd taſte. 
Juſtice no more exalts her equal ſcale, 

But purple knaves o'er innocence prevail. 
Farewell, my native land, alas, farewell! 
Thy ſcenes no more my ſorrows can diſpel. 

&« Fair are thy waving fields of yellow corn, 
Which ſtill with golden pomp thy vales adorn; ; 
Ah, what, alas, avails thy golden ſhew? 

An harveſt rich but ſerves to mock our woe. . 


= 
G 7 , * 
* 
B 2 To 
7 


1 | ( 4 * 
o foreign climes-thy corn is borne away, 

| While miſers leave us here, to want, a prey; 
For them, betimes, in flow'ry ſpring we ſow, 
For them the ſpoils of luſcious Autumn flow ; 
To them belong alone the dear bought Sein 
Of pinching labour, poverty and pain. 
Yet, tho' the peaſant's toil ſupports their pride, 
His abje& ſtate in mock'ry they deride. 
Farewell, my native land, alas, farewell! 
Thy ſcenes no more my ſorrows can diſpel. 


6 Fearleſs the horrid pomp, of war to face, 
Thuy ſons, Ierne, are a dauntleſs race; 
Eager in foreign climes the foe to brave, 
I; Flows their beit blood bright liberty to ſave; 
But ah, they leave their native foil in vain, 


pain. 
The. wretched mother ſmit with woe e 
Y | Drops o'er her ſtarving babe the piteous tear. 


1 f And while ſhe views her hapleſs infant die, 


implores from Heay'n * revenge,” with frantic 
| ay; | 


I Then, | in deſpair, dares death to give her peace, | : 


And, wild with forrow, wiſhes life to ceaſe! 
[| l ” Farewell, 


Their offspring droop at home with want and 


K. 5 ) | 
Farewell, my native land, alas, farewell! : 
Thy ſcenes no more my ſorrows can diſpel. 


«Bir peace, my ſoul—ſay what * thy 
woe, 
Kind Heav'n, a lot more fair, can 2 beſtow z 
To ſome propitious climate tex me fly, 
Better abroad to live than here to die.— 
Some bleſſed land where freedom conquers pain, 
Where uſeful peaſants labour not in vain; 
There o'er ſweet meads by verdure rend'red gay. 
My bleating flocks in harmleſs mood ſnall play: 
There ſhall they crop at eaſe their leafy food, 
Nor more for purple tyrants ſhed their blood. 
While unmoleſted in my rurat cot, 
Freedom ſhall crown with peace my 2 bot 
Farewell, my native land, alas, farewell! 

"Thy ſcenes 1 no more my ſorrows can a diſpel.” . 


— 
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ECLOGURE . 
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| GYRIST. 
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TIME NO ON. 


Ii fi ry hours drew Tultry noon along, 

+ Ceas'd was the peaſant's toil, the rural ſong ; "ER 

When ſhelter'd fafe from Sol's o'erpowering heat, 
Phelim and Doran fix*d their cool retreat, 

i Where ſpreading trees in cloſe diſorder ſtood, 

Enamour'd leaning o'er ſweet Liffey's flood. 

Here when refreſh'd from toil by balmy reſt, 

Doran his fellow ſhephetd thus addreſs'd. 


— 


Bi PurzLIM ſince Gilence fills this leafy ſhade, 
Moſt fit for ſtrains of pleaſant muſic made; 
The cares of toil ſay ſhall we not forego, 

And teach our ſouls in melody to flow? 

See Liffey's ſilver waves in murmurs fall, 


Seeming for tuneful notes of joy to call; 


„29 


PHELIM AND DORAN, oR THE PANE. 


"Then 


well jd 1 


1. | 
| T hen haſte, Oh Phelim, chaunt a vocal ſtrain, 
My pipe, perchance, may join thee not in vain; 


The ſhepherd ſaid—his plea acceptance found, 
Whilſt Phelim thus made hill and dale reſound. 


«FLY far ye gales, my vocal ſtrains convey, 
Let diſtant regions liſten to my lay, 
To polar ſkies—to ſultry climes belong 
The mighty theme that crowns my daring ſong. 


© BEHOLD a prince in future time ſhall reign, 

Stretching o'er utmoſt earth his vaſt domain, 
Sceptres gf gorgeous Ind” his hands ſhall wield, 
To him the ſovereigns of the north ſhall yield; 

For him great prince the chief of future kings, 
Hymen exulting ſpreads his purple wings. 
While by the loves in ſoft confuſion led, 

A charming princeſs haſtes to crown his bed ; 
For them gay zephyrs Flora's flow'rets blow, 
Rich garlands on the nuptial couch to throw. 
Delightful time approach—bright fame ariſe 
Exalt his high renown with quickneſs to the ſkies, 
Fly far ye gales, my vocal ſtrains convey, | 
Let diſtant regions liſten to my lay. 


Nx fable ſons of Afric mournno more, 
His ſway benignant ſhall your peace reſtore. 
AN 6! 


1 
No children raviſhed from their parent's ſide, 
No ſun- burnt lover parted from his bride, 
Shall more be doom'd as wretched ſlaves to roam, 
For ever exil'd from their native home. 
At his command, ſweet freedom ſhall releaſe _ 
The bonds of woe—and bleſs your fouls with 
„„ 
His fleets o'er foaming ocean ſhall preſide, 
Sail unmoleſted thro? the yielding tide ; 
With ſtreamers fluttering to the ecliden day, 
No foe preſumptuous ſhall oppoſe their way. 
Safe ſhall they viſit each Barbaric ſhore, 


And groan beneath the weight of precious ore. # 


For them the ſpicy gales of Jad? ſhall blow, 

For them rich gems in ſplendid mines ſhall glow. 
Fly far, ye gales, my vocal ſtrains convey, 

Let diftant regions liſten to my lay. 


6 THE ſouthern ifles that now. uncultur'd lie, 
In ſolitude beneath a gentle ſky, 
Shall by: his people's aid new life aſſume, 
And 'mid the ſea, like little Edens, bloom. 


From each deferted mount and barren vale, 


With verdure finiling fragrance ſhall exhale. 

To haked ſhrubs gay flow'rets ſhall ſucceed, 

And paint, with vary'd hues, each laughing mead. 
1 | 'The 
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ha wail «© _ 
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| ( 9 ) | 
Thenaked Indian, with delight, thall oy + 


1 The riſing ſweets that meet his rr c 755 
Wich grateful feelings, ſhall implore his Gd 
Io bleſs that king who gladden'd his abode ; 1 
Ihen haſteexulting to the cany grove, 
| And with his ſable charmer, whiſper love. 
Fly far, ye gales, my vocal ſtrains convey, 
Let diſtant regs liſten to my lay. 


« In them bleſt days exalted to the ſkies, 
Oer other lands lerne's iſle ſhall riſe, _ 
p True to her prince, by loyal firmneſs prov'd, 
Her daring ſons ſhall be by him belov'd. 
Then ſhall the rich productions of her ſoil, 
From plenty's urn, reward the lab'rer's toil. 
Her ſwains, content, no more ſhall quit their home, 
Nor ſeek, with wand'ring feet, afar to roam. 
Bleſt freedom (in whoſe cauſe they frequent bled) - 
Shall fill with joy each happy rural ſhed. 
Then ſhall the name of TYTHEs be heard ns 
more, +4 
All pains from purple tyrants ſhall be o'er; 
Then pleaſure ſhall the peaſant's care beguile, 
And while the proſpects of his harveſts ſmile, 


ad. 
'he 


Gay 


| 4 W 0 

Ga mirth ſhall lead the jocund dance along 
Each grove ſhall echo to the rural ſong. ' 

Fly far, ye gales, my vocal ſtrains convey,. 
Let diſtant regions liſten to my lay. ? 


Tuus Phelim ſung—while So's meridian blaze, = | 
Parch'd nature's beauties with refulgent rays. ” 


U * 
3 
| va 
ld. 1 vi 
. 
1 1 
£4 j 
8 ' 0 
_ 2 
1 7 3 
= J 
' * 
| 
* 
N 
| 
** 
1 
A * 
ng 4 
» 
1 
* 505 
— 
5 


1 E CL O GU E m. 


F 4 3 * «5 * g 


PATRICK Axp DERMOT, ox THE 


| TIME==EVENING. 


Twas when mild Eve taught brighter day to 
„ | | 
Involving proſpect in her umber'd ſhade, 
Dermot to Patrick, thus in ſimple ſtrain, | | 
Diſclosd the woes that rent his ſoul with pain. . 


Dx RMO r. 
3 Ceaſe Patrick, ceaſe to chaunt your lively 11 
Nor longer with your pipe conclude the day. 
Alas, it ill beſeems a wretched ſwain, 
Oppreſſed like you to raiſe a jocund ſtrain. 
Our daily earnings baſely from us torn, 
Times ſad as theſe are hardly to be borne. 


. 
- 


. 7 3 

L : 
; 

2 


— 


F 
For me no joys my hapleſs boſom chear, 
| While want and ſlav' ry in my fight appear. „* 


PATRICK. 


© DERMO T- too well I know my woeful ſtate, 
But ſay can forrow free me from my fate ; 
Why ſhould I quit my pipe for ſad deſpair, 
Nor hope that better days we yet may ſhare. 44 


Denner. 


« Say witleſs ſwain; from whence proceeds your 
boaſt 

Of good to come, when ev ry hope is loſt 7 
Think on the grievous ſtate we now endure, 
Ah dread what future ſorrows o'er us lour. 

Laſt night when after toiling all the day, : 

Spent with fatigue, homeward Lbent my way; 

Hard fell the rain, aloud the tempeſt blew, ® 
As near my little mud-built cot I drew. 

But ah, when near 1 came, with what ſurprize 

No cot I ſaw, tobleſs my longing eyes. 

Wiſhful around I gaz'd, but all in vain, 

'The more I gaz'd, the more encreas'd my pain. 

For ah, my hut, which long had felt decay, 

The ruthleſs ſtorm at laſt had ſwept away! 


4 p 


Where 


i 
- Where i is my wife my babes—aloud L cry'd? 
Alas! alike with home, -are they deny'd. 
_ Scarce had I Taid, when lo, I ſaw them wait, 
Shiv'ring with cold, before the parſon's gate. 
The pamper'd miſer drove them from the door, 
Nor for his tithes ſhew'd pity on the poor. 
What ſhould we do! ? no home we could acquire, | 
No bread to eat—no chill diſpelling fire.—- _ 7 
On the cold ground an heap of ſtraw we. ſpread, 
And ſought repoſe beneath a dropping ſhed. 
Ab, Patrick, ſay—involv'd in woes like theſe, 
Can hope or patience lull my ſoul to eaſe? 


| | PATRICK. | a 
Sucn woes diſtreſs me, wretched 9 bat 
Cebaſe, | _ 

Time may reſtore you to the ſweets of peace 
Nor baniſh hope—a friend may yet deviſe : 
The certain means by which new joys may riſe, 
And ſcenes of plenty charm! our longing eyes. 
Nor does ſoft hope attune my pipe in vain, 

For freedom yet may animate its ſtrain. 


—— 


8 DxO r. 


Dez MOT, 
Freedom! ah Patrick, ſeek not to beguile, 
Freedom with plenty long has left our iſle; 
Then ſay—how ſhould they on our ſorrows ſmile, 
. | 
Ma PATRICK. 
. Then why ſince plenty quits our natiye ſoil, 
| Since here no joy rewards the peaſants toil; : 
Since here the ſons of Mammon fix their reign, | 
| Fager for lucre — ſince they render vain, 
The pangs of nature and the cries of woe, 
Cauſing the peaſant's grief apace to ſlow, * 
Why ſhould we not to diſtant regions fly, 
And reap delight beneath ſome kinder ſky ? 
Tho? to our ſouls Terne's clime be dear, 7 
Tho? friends, tho” kindred, claim the parting tear, 
Vet, when no more the air we breathe is free, 
Where freedom i is, there ſhould our country be. 


85 DräMo r. 
SURE any life exceeds the living here! 
But ſay—to what new region would you ſteer ? - 


- PATRICK. 


35 1 105 


4 


i K | PATRICK. = | 1 
An D, let us fly to thoſe ſweet 4 
Where ſofter ſkies enripen nature's ſtores; 
Where men diſdain to Bear oppreſſive laws, 
Where Gallic lillies bluſh in freedom's cauſe 
A clime on which the ſux delights to ſhine, 
Bleſt with the, olive, rich, the purple vine. : 
The thoughts of lovely France my boſom chears, 
And hope expels the force of {laviſh fears. 
There we no more ſhall yield to rev'rend knaves, 
For there the Iriſh are not view'd as ſlaves. 
But there, bleſt Freedom ſhall be all our ſong, 
Whilſt joy ſhall lead our golden days along. 
Ceaſe Dermot, ceaſe then, farther to complain 
But tune with me in hope this joyful ſtrain, ; 
«By emigration, yet ſweet freedom we may gain 


Dexmor. 
PATRICK—the e charms my rav iſh'd | 
view, | 
Now Shanon's banks wel; my native ſoil adieu 
Now will I tune with thee the vocal ſhell, 
Now gentle hope my ſorrows ſhall diſpel; ; Pp 
And when we've gain'd a fit ſupply by toil, 
For France, my Pat, we'll change this flaviſh ſoil, 
DONS IDS | FParkick. 
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| par RICK. 
Come then with me this night my cabbin ſhare, - 
Come with your wife, your babes and baniſh care. 


>. 


On plats of gentle ſtraw you ſhall recline,” | 


On choice potatoes, ſalt and water dine, 


And let us bear with ſuch—owe _ _ Fein i in 


5 
wine. . 1 © a T 
a 8 1 ; \ > 
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CANNON any DILLON, oz Taz 
' DESPAIRING SHEPHERDS. . | 


a # ; 


mE Nrenr. NN 
CH with ſilver rays the gloom of = 
night, | 
The Moon majeſtic ſhed her gentle — wo "Us 
When ſad beneath a ſable ſhade-reclin'd, . 
With love ſick - lays two ſhepherds charm'd the 
wind. 
In mournful mood by turns they told tic woes, . 
Spenge in grief the time of {till repoſe.” PTE. 


Firſt Cannon 957 > oe with ſcorn . 

Thus hope and fad. ot tua, ſtrains owe 

5 5 . & 85 | 
ws cee 


(8) 
% Come. lovely 198 7055 charm. my raviſtd 
N 

And add to former 8 1 freſh delight; . 
Diſdainful fair too beauteous in your face! 
Ah why ſhould ſcorn your beauteous looks diſ- 
1 r 4 A 
No more in ringlets let metwine my hair, FE, 
No more ſweet violets in my boſom wear; 
No more my form in each bright fountain view, 
-- Since Norah ſcarce eſteems it Sch her View. 
Yet yield not fair one to illuſive arms, 
But bleſs a faithful lover with your charms; 
Deſirous flames ſtill glow within my ſoul 
And all my actions, all my thoughts, controul; 
With love I pine love me lts my foul away, 
Come charming fair, this burning guiſh ſtay ; 
Soft ſpring renews with green the rural bow'rs, 
And cloaths in blooming pomp the balmy flow'rs, 
The ſun bids winter's ruffian ſtorms to fly, 
Mlelodious birds in nature's muſie vi 
Ihen haſte and let us tread each pinion field, 

' To cull the ſweets which Flora's bounties yield; 
Come ſcornful nymph—no youth can offer more 
Ihan the fair gifts I keep for you in ſtore: 

For you the Linnet prucies its golden wing, 
The birds I rear for you in concert ſing; 

But now their notes my ſoul no longer charm, 
i For ah, your frowns my joys of life diſarm, 


— 5 6 


4 . 


My 


f 
3 


e 
NV bees for you from roſe to roſe ſhall aar, 
And each deſert ſhall honied ſweets diſplay. 
When autumn's riches feaſt the toiling ſwain, 
What ripen'd fruits ſhall glow your taſte to gain 

Few gardens can with mine in beauty vie 
Bleſt by the favours of a ſouthern ſæ y: 

My tender lambs that us'd to fport and play, 
Fed by your hand no more no more are gay. 
But if your all reviving form appear, 
Their ſports again my pleaſant meads ſhall cher, 
Your favour'd doves again ſhall playful coo, "4 
And the proud turkey boaſt his ſplendid hue.——— 
But whither wanders my diftra@ted'bram? _ 
 _ Norah glories in my pain: Sf 
And all my rural preſents will diſdain! 

- Some favour'd youth delighted with her charms, | 

- She claſps enamour'd in her faithleſs arms; 

While left a prey to cruel pangs of love, 

With ſtrains of fad deſpair I fill the grove. EN 
Ah ceaſe, ill-fated Cannon — ceaſe to mourn, 
Hopeleſs for love that never will return! 5 
Farewell falſe Norah ſince your faithful ſwain, 5 
Finds all attempts to melt your heart in vainz 
Farewell — to yonder rock that meets the ſky. 
With DIE: hafte will wretched Cannon fly, 


en, 2 7 


1 ( 20 ) 18 

Plunge in the flood that deep beneath it flows | 
And put a fatal period to his woes.— 
Then ceaſe my muſe VP=with heartfelt _ 
| OR ſtung, | 
Such lays as thoſe BREE: Cannon ſung. 


Bor far more fad were, wretched Dillon's 
pains, 


Soothing the ſilent night with mournful ſtrains. | 


, COME Muſe, (be cried) i in phintive mood re- 
, found, 8 | 
The woes which Dillon's feat with Sou r 5 
wound; | 
On Ellin's ſacred grave ſad'dirges breathe, 
While ſoft I deck it with a ſable wreath. 

Ah lovely nymph, and gre your beauties fled, 

Say are you mingled with the pallid dead ; 

Tho? nipt fo ſoon your bloom of life is paſt, 

Still ſhall my love to you unfading laſt. 

Still hall your ſhade my penſive ſorrows know, 

Still ſhall your manes liſten to my woe. ' 

And off as now while Cyntbia's ſilver horn, - 

Glides thro? the clouds, PII Kiſs your grave gb 3 

My tpromis'd beide and has malignant death, 

Suck'd the ſweet perfume of your vi'let breath? 

Alas l that he ſhould dare our love to ſcorn, 

To mock the tranſports of our nuptial morn | 
ob 1 Was 


us... 


* 


1 1 1 * al 
1 Was it for him all ſhepherds called. you fair? SL 
; For him with roſeate wreaths I deck'd your Eo} 
Bid ny mphs for him your bridal d-eſs prepare? : 


| Ah did the blooming roſe. and lilly, vie. 
Refulgent on your cheeks for him to die 12 
Oh torture torture let me call to ing + 
'That fatal morn when to the future Mind. 
Joyful I led you thro? the crowded way, 
Bluſaing with ſweetneſs like the riſing day; 5 
« Þ he brighteſt gems that ſouthern mines cou'd 
prize, Ty 8 
Vied not in luſtre with your < dan eyes 
Love ſmiPd among your dimples, aim'd his darts, 
From your ſweet looks to pierce the coldeſt hearts. 
But then your ſhape majeſtic and divine, 
Each gazing ſhepherd envied you were mine ! 
Yet when my heart- beat high to love's alarms 
When cloſe I preſt you in my fervent arms, 
Cold—ſunk your beauties from my fond embrace 
While ſudden death made pale your lovely face: 
| My love—ny Dillon — breathing flow you cry'd 
BU Then gently bow'd your lovely head and dy'd.— - 
| Oh what a ſcene was this—and do I live, 
Does wretched Dillon ſuch a fate ſurvive ? 
© From the dear charmer of his fancy torn, 
The jeys of life are now become his ſcorn. 


Witt. _ 


8 FE Ob | 

With grief I fade, with hidden anguiſh pine, 
Soon ſhall my corſe, ſweet Ellin, ſleep by thine; 7 
Then every rnral nymph and ſwain ſhall ſay, „ 
As chance by this ill-fated grave they ſtray, 2 


4 Beneath this turf, interr'd, lies ſide by ſide, ; 
A fnathſul 2 2222 with his charming 1135 Penn 5 
-- 5 
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3 4 ERNE, A POEM. 


# 


D EJECTED on a a naked rock 8 


MISCELLANEOUSPOEMS. 


Whoſe hoary head o'er hung the toiling main; 3 


lerne mourning at the Fates unkind, 


Gave all her ſoul aprey to grief and pain, 
Ceas' d was the muſic of her ſilver lyre, | 


No longer by her lovely fingers ſtrung; 
No longer tun'd with rapture ſwelling fire, 
Upon a drooping willow, mute it hung. 


Her golden treſſes diſcompos'd, lay waſte, : 


Sorrow the luſtre of her looks depreſs'd; 


The ſable cypreſs no her brow was plac'd; 


Torn was the texture of her azure veſt, , 


Near 


) - 


Near her the duteous partners of her woes, 


Her children frequent dropt the penſive tear; 


Or oft to lull her anguiſh to repoſe; 


They ſought with better hopes her ſoul to chear. 


The gallant Ulſter near her feet was plac'd, 


With down caſt looks while from his lofty head, 
He tore the laurels of the Boyne in haſte, 
Since freedom dearly reap'd with them was fied. 


| Il. fated Munſter ſad behind her ſtood, 
Nor could his heart the piteous ſigh diſown; 
Muttering he mourn'd, his children robb'd of ſood, 


And curs'd the tyrants of the ſable gown® 


Indignant Connaught ſtriking hard his breaſt, | 


Near her left hand ſeem'd inwardly to mourn; 


| For thoſe bleſt days when Iriſhmen poſſeſt 4 


Of freedom—held ſoft luxury in ſcorn. 


But Leinſter, Engliſh poliſh'd, could beg ui'e 


The pangs which rent his ſoul with better art 3 
Near to her right inſidious with a mile, 

He ſtrove to ſoothe the ſorrows of her heart; A 
But every ſoft perſuaſion proved in vain, _ 

For nought could charm divine Ierne's woe; 


Till thus ſhe free'd her ſoul a while from pain, 


'T 5 her ſelling grict 1 in words to flow : 
; $0 Ah 


* / N m 8.1 
_— = 


Pp” Ah ceaſe my ſon, the lovely mourner ery'd, 


. 


E 3 
4 S577 


. «6 Ceaſe to divert my ſoul of joy bereft ; 


E For ah, my lovely ifland once my Päd 


4 Is baſely now by her own people left. 
No more her ſwains regard their native ſoil, 
* To other regions diſtant far they fly; 
* Freedom to reap for other Lords they toil, | 
For them they plough, = them in battle | 
die. 


c But ah! why mould 1 ſeek their tay at home, 


c Since has not Liberty my iſle forſook ? 
4 Is it not fit my ſon's afar ſhould roam, 
More fit they ſhould than here oppreſſian 
. brook? 
* For from another iſle 2 numerous "band, | 
* Of foreign locuſts in religious dreſs ; 
<< Deſpoil the goodneſs of my lovely land, ; 
%% And mock my peaſants when they crave re- 
dreſs. 
« What boots it that my elder ſiſter's pride, 
Should to my view the finer arts diſplay; 
« Say what is taſte if freedom be deny'd, 
« Or what is life itſelf if tyrants ſway ? 
ee Now when the Negroe freedom can acquite, 
No more expelbd by traffic from his ſhore; 
| D 


50 Now 


t 26) 

Now when the Paſtile yields to Gallic fire, 

% When freedom bids the Belgic Lion roar. 

< Shall not my people claim aloud their right, 

« And bid religious liberty to riſe ? | 

% Religion ſhould not yield to human might, 

Since free at firſt ſhe bleſt us from the fries. 

* Till that be granted will Ierne mourn, 

« For that alone can free her poor oppreſt ! 

«© When that is granted then her joys ns 

„ For that alone can lull her cares tu reſt. 

Then ſhall my people love their native iſle, 

Within it party ſtrife no more ſhall rage; 
The cherub Peace ſhall on the region ſmile, 

c And joyful plenty give a golden age. 

Then ſhall my Catholics have equal claim, 

To thoſe high places others now acquire; 

Then ſhall my iſle attain its preſtine fame, 

And like a Phenix riſe renewed from fire lo 


©DE 


\ : 


. 


* 


ODE TY 714162 or THE BRITISH 
| LEE POETS. 


OR TAI. foirits ofthe Bell divine, 
Whither ye wander in the Elyſian grove, 
glad attendants on the hea vn W e 
Buy ſacred Helicon delight to rove. 
Ye parent bards of Britiſh verſe—all bal 
Ch! may my eager muſe not wholly fail, 
To ſing your praiſes whilſt ſhe dares aſpire,, 
Soaring aloft to tune the Theban lyre; 
Oh whilſt ſhe tries to ſtem =therial height, 
On trembling Pinions guide her daring YO: 
1. SPENSER. 3 
What founds melodious charm my raviſh'd ear ? 
« Now ſoft, now loud unto. the winds they 
call. 3 - : 
Breathing o'er _ ſcenes delightful near, 3 
On painted meads, enchanted groves, they fall. 


4 


„ 
But lo, how chang'd the ſcenes of ſweet delight, 
Dire ſpeQres terrify the aſtoniſh'd ſight : 
See warrior Knights in burniſh'd arms array'd ; 
Start dreadful gleaming from the leafy ſhade, 
Furious each ghaſtly phantom to engage, 
Treaſon, deſpair, revenge and frantic rage! 


2 SHAKESPEARE. 


Wl Hail nature's child !—ſweet bard of Avon hail | | 


Come ſolemn tragedy in ſable plight ; 
With treſſes ſtreaming to the floating EX 
Come yocund Thalia join the ſacred rite. 

To deck his hallowed ſhrine, oh hafte and bring, 
Fair bays from Helicon's immortal ſpring ': - 
My Muſe—bright fancy lo before thine eyes, 
Cauſes his own lov'd offspring to ariſe. 

See Nature ſraile upon her frantic Lear, 
There Hamlet raves the fair Ophelia here: 
View conſcience tort'ring Richard's inmoſt ſoul, 
See dire deſpair in Romeo's eye-balls roll, 
Aſtoniſh'd I ſurvey !—divineſt bard, 


May fame with endleſs meeds ** works ſublime. 
reward. 


3. Mil r ox. 
Beyond the ſacred bounds of time and pace. 


Say might the ventrous muſe explore her fight ; 


— 


e 29). 
Or ſolitary think a path to trace, | 
Throꝰ the dark realms of chaos and old night? 
Yes—by the bard of Eden led the ſound, 
Of verſe divine could charm the deep profound, 
Or rais'd aloft beyond this nether ſky, 
Could j join the bright angelic choir on high 2 
Where veil'd in glory on his azure throne, 
The Lord of nature reigns unbounded and alone. 
4. DRrDEN. 
Rehearſe, Folian lyre, the "raiſe rehearſe,. 
Of him who made the Mantuan bard our os 
Sweet modulator of the Britiſh verſe, 
Whole flowing lays | the Nine with, glory 
crown. 
Whither the claſic bards with i luſtre fine, 
Or ſatire teaches in thy works divine, 
Whither Timotheus rapt attunes the lyre, 
| Charming the ſoul with more than mortal fire, 
Still does thy verſe oh Dryden, clear and Fab 
Bear with. its force ſublime on OTE: —"_ 44 
along. — 
. "Poul: > 38: "4 
Wa Ar bard majeſtic following near I ſee, 
. = SFoating air with ſilver ſound; J 


"8 
While to his paſtoral reeds ſweet melody, . 
'The woods, the hills, and bubbling ſtreams ree 
ſound. * 
Deſpairing Sappho near 88 her moan, 
And Eloifa anſwers groan for groan : 
But hark !—what ſounds my trembling ſoul af- 
fright. 
And chaſe the pleaſing ll: from my ſight, 
What fpirit wafts me where the Grecian powr's, 
In dread array, beſiege proud Vium's towers; 
Pope's genius leads me to the empurpPd ground, 
Where madning clangors ev'ry ſenſe confound ; 

I hear—the deaf'ning ſhrieks of wild deſpair, 
While horrid furies hiſs—and Gods contend in 
air! | 

6. YounG.. 

Oh let me twine with cypreſs wreath my lyre, 
| Andoft when Night hath Nature wrapt in ſleep ; 
Let Young my muſe mid dreary tombs inſpire, | 

| At the mad follies of mankind to weep. 
Taught by his ſad complaint no more I dread, 
The grave but joyful muſe among the dead, 
And while Lorenzo's follies I deſpiſe, 
Leam wiſdom from the maxims of the wiſe ; 
| Expe&in 


-” * 


31 4) 

| BupeAing i in belief that ſolemn hour, | 

When death in glory loft, * his ſlated | 
power. 


7. 1333 


| Bur who amid the nine inſpired throng, 


With lays deſcriptive touch' his gentle 3 3 
T aught the ſweet Seaſons to enrich his ſong, _ 
And painted Nature's ſcenes with varied fire? 


For TOME taught ſtormy winds to 


„ Nie, 
Repelling Winter with her verdant ſhield. 


For him the ſun in cloſe embrace could fold, 


* 


21 


Bright Summer's charms and cloathè her robe i in 


gold; 
For him rich Autumn bad her fruits to glow, 


And hoary Winter clad the earth in ſilver ſnow. 


8. Gxrav. 


Nor leave my muſe, that poet bright EY ax 


Who ſnatching _— from the y oung eyꝰd 
morn; 


His living des with art 3 ſtrung, Z 
EY aloft on Pindar's eagle bonne. 


NY mT: 

In ade confidence deſpiſing pain, 

I hear his bard tyrannic might diſdain : 

| Deſpair and wrath with varied force controul, 
The burning anguiſh of his mighty ſoul : 

I ſee him ſpum with ſcorn the clifted height, 
Sealing his woes in everlaſting night — 
Vet not alone his odes ſhall-charm my Muſe, 

- Oft with the eve her footſteps meek ſhall chuſe, 
By ſweet elegiac contemplation led, 
With Gray mid xvsTIC GRAVES in nf won 
| 2000 to tread, 


— * hag wad = > 
———̃ä.— A et nas as 1 was 9 
ry * ., 
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ELEGY. 


T 
On the death of a little boy ſeven years of age, 
who fell a vi dim to the cruelty of Channer 
Row Myrmidons—Thurſday Mach 18th. | 
1790. 71 55 #: { . 12 al | * | 9 9 


„ Manibus date Wis plenis, . Ge 
His ſaltem ecumulem donis et fungar — 


a Munere· ? 
| ven. | 
War * phantom: ſtealing on my — 


Seems in the air its little hand to wave; 
While ſad lamenting thro? the gloom) of vights 
It bids me haſte to yonder tufted grave. 
Ah, gentle ghoſt, I follow thee, but ſay, 
Can echo thus thy plaintive notes return 
Parted Jo ſoon in life from mortal clay, 
lll it befits a ſhade like thine to mou. . | 
2 8 1 „ 
ere 


'S 


* 


64 9 

| Where innocents rejoice in endleſs day, 

And taſte immortal bliſs before their God. 

Ah gentle ſhade -I liſten to thy moan, 

And didſt thou fall young, in freedom's 
- - cauſe? | 

And haſt thou left a while an heavn'ly throne, 

Fo bid my muſe thy noble death applauſe ? 

Ii-fated wretch that nipt thy early bloom! 

That rob d a little Gracchus of his breath; 

Time ſhall his conſcious ſoul to eee ee 
Or juſtice ſeal his ſhorten'd days i in death. 


For ah, the tyrant roliging ofa li 


dear; 


And ſav d Ierne oft a penſive tear. 
Perchance to ſuffer for his eountry”s good, 

Some Iriſh- Hampden had 'in thee aroſe, | 

Some future Grattan in the ſeriate ſtood, | 
Charging corruption with his conntry's w woes, 

Poor little patriot what avails the _— 

That pity's vot'ries or the muſe can ſhed ? 

Thy corſe like others cold—lies buried here 56 
But few ſo young, for liberty have bled: 


yon, a e ae 
* | Thy 


. ripen'd— reedom. might have « coves 1 


Wich fil with ſlæw'ry, mike bers been at daa. 


The great man's child may boaſt a richer mene, 


* 
1 1 * a_. —_— 


N 4 * 
* 
9. 
7 


being out on their uſual perambulations, attended 
e iti the black cart to ſeize on vagrants, they 
* unluckily perceived a poor blind girl, who has 


about ſeven | Years old through the forehead. + 


i 0233+) - 
Thy grave by Freedom is eſteem'd divine, 
And nature's choiceſt gifts the tuft ſhall crown. 
There the firſt produce of the ſpring ſhall bloom, 
The ſpotleſs ſnow- drop raiſe its dropping head; 
Sweet vi'lets charm the air with ſoft perfume, 
Fair daifies all around their beauties ſpread. 


And oft when fable eve hath nature veil'd, 


Freedom in whiſpers from thy grave ſhall tell; 
How tyrants o'er thy free huzza's* prevail'd, 
How brave thy little life for freedom fell. 

* The above elegy, was fake on the following 
paragraph, tnſerted in Gri Je A 
March 19th. 1790. 


* Yeſterday evening, the Cons y 


* hitherto innocently arquiꝰrd ſubſi tence, by playing 
&« on a fiddle, whom with ſome difficulty they forced 
** away to their repoſitory, accompanietl by a crowd 

© of children, On Hopping their cart to deliver 15 


* their prey, they were tauntingly ſaluted with 


* huzzaing—when one of thoſe villains without 


 & further provocation, levelled it muſket at the 


&« innocent little group, and attually ſhot a boy 


AN 


1 


AN, 


'E P1 * * . . 


I ADY PENNED 


| bh: ron A LITTLE MARQUIS,. 


10 A vrLAT E 1 


Hei mihi qualis erat, 
N n mutatus ab illo!“ 


OY eee ven. Kr. 2d. 


Fx where at — your: quondam friend | 
. 

| : Tortur'd ſevere, with limb 1 pains; 
"i! | Receive thoſe lines and from my preſent ſtate, 
1 Learn to avoid in time a wretched fate. 


Once like yourſelf by ſervile crouds ador'd, 

. While place and penſion waited on my word; 
. How ſoft the flat rer could his praiſe beſtow, | 
What acclamations on my worth would flow 
Now mark the diff rence abject and forlorn! 

F rom * glimpſe of earthly honour torn, 


No 


* 


ned . 


ths . 
None aſk-—— Pray does the A draw his 


Curs'd be the day I croſſ'd the ſable main, 


No courtly train within my gates appear, 
Poor abdicated BK gm to chear. 


And vhilſt I languiſh on the verge of death, 


breath? 
Then ſhudder at the woes U r now endure, 
And learn from me to make your peace ſecure. 


Ill-fated—rough Terne's ſhores to gain; 
Accurs'd the time when by a ſtripling ſway'd 
His ſelfiſh arts my abjeQ Toul betray d; 
When. tern I fought to give a people laws, 5 
Whoſe noble hearts beat high in freedom's cauſe] g 
Bold in her prince's and her people's right, 
Jerne would not bf6ok tyrarinic might; 
Ahthen why did I ſeek her ſons to tame, 
Why but to make myſelf the Port of ſhame z 5 
To heap confuſion on my every boaſt, 271 
While brave we 8 0 e me ay her fag gin | 
coaſt, - 


N my friend from partial Engl 


rules, 
You think all lrimen * fools 3 
For ſlaviſh miniſters ſubmiſſive Wehe hs, } 
'Think not ſo long or ſad will be your fate, 
I thought ſo once—you know my preſent ſtate? 
E A true 


* 


e 
A true born Iriſhman regards his bowl, 

But drinks to cheriſh, not debaſe his ſoul, 

And whilſt he doats on freedom hates e 
To ſtrangers hoſpitable and humane, | 
The wretched ſeldom court his aid in vain. 
Still firſt in war the battle's heat to brave, 

He ſecks no coward art his life to ove 3 

In toil and danger patient to. the end, „ 
A fervent lover — and à faithful friend. 
This is his chal ate my friend be wiſe, 
Learn high the value of fuch worth to prizes 
And ſince you dare to rule o'er ſuch as theſe, 
Careful attend their ev'ry wiſh to pleaſe, 

For if like me you ſway with haughty pride, 
Take it for granted, all your joys ſubſide. 
But chiefly ſatisfaction will be vain, 

If to your fide the preſs you cannot gain; 
From thence the prickly thorns of ſatire ſhoot, 
Still ſure to check your ev'ry wiſh'd purſuit; 
For printers with the eyes of Argus ſtare, 
And catch a vicer=y tripping e're aware. 

Be cautious then, the only way to riſe | 

In their eſteem is to be truly wiſe ; 

To drop thoſe flaviſh ends I kept in view, 
And other maxims, other arts purſu e:; 


— ay 


. 
Invite the princely Leinſt—r to your board, 
To noble Charlem—t your grace accord— | 


Ha confcience !—conſcience !—let me drop my 


pen,. 
Did I not 1 injure baſe thoſe beſt inen! * 
Not thoſe, but many more my noble friend, 
Where will my ſufPrings—where my forrow end 2 


LasT night—when lleep ſhort reſpite gave to 


| pain, 

(Which oft I languiſh ardent for in vain zj 
Sudden me thought before my fear ſtruck eyes, 
The form of injur d Maſſey ſeem'd to riſe. 
Near as he drew aſide his veſt he tore, 

And ſhew'd the wounds he for his country bote; 


With wrath his throbbing boſom ſcem'd to. riſe, . 


Indignant fire he darted. from his eyes. 

* Ungen'cous fate (I heard him thus complain)” 
« And does no ſweet. revenge for me remain? 
Are thus my noble acts in war repaid? . 
Do then the laurels from my temples fade, 

«© While mild my ſoul in battle taught to glow, 
. Bears tame the inſults of an haughty foe ?. 
Turn Marq-s turn to my vindictive arm, 
Nax think my indignation. to diſarm ! 


E 2 H? 


? 


A 

Hs hid—and * to my frighted view, 

Fierce from his fide a ſhining ſword he drew b 
Wak'd by the anger of the warlike man, ö 
Chill thro? my veins the vital fluid ran. | 
Thus am I made to conſtant woes a prey, 
Conſcience and pain torment me night and day; 
Farewell my Lord—take warning from.my fate, 
EMEADIOD V — top. heit 
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COMPLAINT... 


4 A POEM. 
"MN - Happy the man who ge Rs: 
e In fiken or in leathern purſe retaing, . 
NH * PDE pence of | 
Futte 


% * 
4 


» QMIT by the chill; the ruthteſs force of want, 
My melancholy muſe dejected ſeeks, 

To paint the forrows of her penſive bard; 

Not ſinging now (as frequent ſhe was 8 
Ieme's woes beneath the Phenix wings: BE 

She ſtcops alas, compelbd to tell her own! 

Oh ye chat taſte the richeſt joys of * 
Baſking, in pleaſure undiſturb'd by pain, 
Attend, and think what ſprrows are the doom. 
Of bim jw forfers Mammon for the muſe! os 
2 3 ln Wuzir 


* 2 
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649 
Wurn Tightfome morn firſt rears her che. 
quer'd head, 

Iriſe and from m/ wit couch deſcend ; 

Then dreſs myſelf in cloaths (my only cloaths) 
Of ſable hue it colour for a bard ! 

Then quick I walk throughout my garret vile, 
Striving by action to avoid that cold, 

Which pinches hard unconquer'd by a fire, 

For, ah, no fire my ſad eftate affords ! ; 
Sometimes at. morn I thro? my window peep, 
And longing gaze at butter'd roll or cake; 

Or ſmoking tea-kettle by ſervant brought, 
For neighbours breakfaſt, preparation m : 
Alas! in vain I gaz2—he pleaſing = 
But ſerves my longing hunger to encreaſe ; 
For, ah my ſtate no breakfaſt can afford! 
Yet not alone in body doom'd to faſt, 

T feel worfe hunger in my tortur'd mind, 
"When eager to peruſe ſome wiſh'd for book, 
I wander thro' Eblana's ſtreets in vain, 

And gain from each Jow keeper of a ſtall, 
An heavy curſe for daring but to peep 
Within the foldings of her dirty books? . 
Not worſe was Socrates aflail'd by her, 
Ill nam'd his wife, Xantippe, termegant, 
Whaghwith threedeg'd ſtool or flipper heel, 


** 
* 
Ca 


4 3 

Oc beny veſſel broke his hapleſs head. 8 Hye ta 11 

Dejected at my home arriv'd, with pen 

{Blacker than gloſſy plumage of the crow | 
Or ſoot which'ftilt begrimes the bawling: eget} 

I write—and try te cheer my penſive ſoul, | 

With compoſition by the muſe inſpir d. 

Sometimes for freedom I attune my . 

And taught by ſorrow plead the peaſant's cauſe ; 

The wretched peaſant ! who partakes the cup 

Of cueful want and wretc:edneſs with me ! 


Ar laft the only meal I taſte thro? day 
My ſcanty dinner comes by landlord fent, 
Which with avidity ſoon ſwallow'd down, 
Preſerves from ſtarvinig quite my drooping ſoul, 
Wretched reſource from eve till eve again 
Compell'd to faſt—my ſtrength impairs apace. 
May no one taſte the woes that I endure, - 

Or feel like me the pangs which hunger gives! 
Vet let me pine —let life itſelf diſſolve, 
Still will I love the muſe - my ſureſt friend, 
That blunts the point of care and lulls my woes. 
Fair are the riches of Potoſi's mines, 
Bright are the gems of Afric' and of Ii, 
| Beauteous the nymphs. that crown Ierneꝰs i 
Fragrant the gales that fan Atlantic iſles, 


Brooding 
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BENEVOLENT GENTEEMEN. 
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- ADDRESSED TO THOSE | 


” 


* 
„ 6 - 2 % 1 N 
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Who relieved the Author's immediate wants. 


DAY. muſe what cherub on the wings of peace, 
Deſcends enrob'd in white from yonder cloud? 
Bidding in ſmiles my ſad complaint to ceaſe, _ 
Dire hunger's pangs ſhe Haſtens'to conclude, 
See from the urn of pity ſhe beftows, 


A timely aid to check my wants ſexpres. . _- - 1 
Ah now I find who bids my grief repoſe, © | 
ay. heavin born Charity to Virtue dear „„ 

| Friend. 


a) 

Friend of mankind=parent of gen'rous joy, 

And did thy votaries ſave my fleeting breath } 
Ah did the virtuous kindly aid employ, 

To ſhield, me from the ruthleſs ſtroke of 

death? | 

Perhaps ere this by famine ſore oppreſt, 

Cold in the grave had ſlept my lifeleſs head 
Whilſt in the manſions of eternal reft,, 

Death o'er my corſe his raven wings | had 
2... ved. 

But in Ierne's hoſpitable iſle, 
ET were wrong to think that ſuch could be my 
lot; 

For brooding Oer it with continual ſmile, 

This land is ne'er by charity forgot. +674 
Say gen'rous Griflith (whoſe benignant "ahi 

Beats in the cauſe of freedom—melts for 
dal firſt to nes pe Nader = 

To cauſe his loaf to ſwell his joy to flow,) 
day by what method ſhall my ſoul return, 

Fit thanks for what * friends unknown be- 

| ſlow? _ 2 

With gen'rous ſenſe my —_ feelings dum, 
But burn in Vain» to pay 19816 debt Lowe. 
Let 


* 


(mn) | 

Yet while I live—while memory keeps its ſeat, 
Within my ſoul—my muſe their worth ſhall 

| ing 

if Oft ſhall her grateful verſe their praiſe redone; 

Who hinder'd death to clip her riſing wing. 
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THE 
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POET ICAL MELANCHOLY: 


A, 


1 
Theſe pleaſures melancholy give, 


« And 1 with thee will chuſe to live.” 
MiuTos's' PV} "xRsuRONs. Py 


— > 


SAD goddeſs of the plaintive figh, 
Array'd in robe of ſable dye, 
Come Melancholy queen of woe 1 


Whoſe peay eyes with ſorrow flow, 
N F 3 


(3 4: 
Oh come! with ſtedfaſt awful mien, 
From vulgar joy me goddeſs ſcreen 
Within my foul thy ſpirit breathe, 
And crown my brow with cypreſs wreath. 


Oh might thy magic ebon wand 
Tranſport me to ſome gloomy land; 
Some ſcene—like that which poets feign, 
Subject to Pluto's dark domain; 


Where Styx with hoarſe reſounding waves, 


Her duſky ſhore nocturnal laves; 

There might my ſtartl'd eyes behold 
Array'd in rags that boatman old* 

Of aſpect grim—and ſullen pride, 

Who long hath ſtem'd the ſtygian tide ; 
His ſhatter*d bark thro? length of years, 
With creaking din affrights my ears! 

I land !—I ſee the palid ſhades 

Fleeting thro? the ſable glades ! 

Each tells in mournful mood his tale, 
What horrors deep my ſoul aſſail! 


Goddeſs, again thy wand extend, 
Oh let this ſcene of terror end; 


| #* Charon, See Virgil, Eneid VI, 


3 
On let me leave the ſhades of death, 
Tranſport my fancy from beneath; 
Bear me to ſome ſequeſter'd place, 
For ever hid from human race; 
Some iſle that Orellana + laves, 
With loneſome. unfrequented waves; 
Where ſilence reigns with ſolitude, 
Enwrapt in ſylvan foreſt rude; 
There might my ſteps romantic rove, 
Thro' each embow'ring ſcented grove; 
There Melancholy you might chuſe, 
With me to fit and ſadly muſe. 

Yet not in diſtant climes alone, 

Oh goddeſs, fix thy penſive throne 3, 
Beneath Ierne's gentle ſłkies, 
Where wrapt 'n moulder'd ruin lies 


Oft' let me by thy ſide appearz _ 
There might I view the bird of night, 
Harſh ſcreaming urge her lonely fight; 
There would I trace the hand of wm, 
Defacing rude each Gothic rhyme; 


+ Orellana'is a large river in South America, 
many branches of which have not as yet been in the 


leaf diſcovered. 
F 2 
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Some deſolated abbey drear, iq oe 
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8 
That printed on ſome antient ſtone, 
With ivy thick was overgrown ; 
And while I view'd the moſs-clad pile, 
In ſcom at human pomp I'd ſmile, 


Oh when bright morn bepaints the ſkies 


When Pheœbus's glaring beams ariſe, 
'Then goddeſs ſhew ſome cell remote, 
Far from bug neſs, free for thought; 
Where by mild contemplation taught, 
My ſoul with facred wiſdom fraught, 
May think on man's degen'rate ways, 
And muſe how ſwift his life decays ; 
How ſome in ſearch of ad 146 


afes their time > eee; 

1 with ſure deſtruc̃tive "TY 
Weeps their mad delights away 
Then ſpurning, crowns as babbling things, 


My muſe ſnould mock the pride of kings; 8 


Sing of a new life after this, 

And glow with hope of endleſs bliſs; 
While tun'd to thee the cypreſs lyre, 
er her ſtrain ſhould fire. 


But 


4 
But Oh, ſad nymph—let dewy eve, 

My contemplative ſteps receive; 

Frequent beneath her gentle reign, 

Mid' ſable tombs my muſe complain; 

Penſive to dreary church- yards go, 

And range the haunts of deathful woe; 


V here ſad with ſlow repeated knell, = 


Still ſolemn heaves the paſſing bell; 
That oft' from Gothic ſteeple high, 

Bids mortal man prepare to die; 

There wrapt in thought, while ſoft I tread 
O'er the dark lodgings of the dead; 

My ſoul ſhall wiſh (ſince nought can ſave 
Her body from the yawning grave, ) 


In peace, one humble bard, may reſt, 


And riſe to glory with the bleſt ! 


Thus filent eve of? ſee me muſe, 
But when the ſable night enſues; 
Remote in ſome ſequeſter'd room, 


Where midnight lamp diſpels the gloom x; 


Oft' let my ſoul her fancy feed, 
And with deſirous rapture read; 


Thy works Mzondes,——or thir e, 


Majeſtic Maro, bard divine! $: 
4. 3 Wik 
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ä OE ade, Macon r 


. 
With what immortal Milton wrote, 
Or Avon's bard, ſublime of thought; 
"Till raviſh'd with ſome golden theme, 
I lumber in poetic dream 


THR 


POE T's EL IZ IU M, 


— 


A VISIONARY POEM. 


I | , 
* 


SUI was the earth, and ſtill th' æthereal plain, 

Proſpect involv'd in darkneſs fled the ſight, 
While nature yielded to the gloomy reign _ 

Of Proſerpine, black goddeſs of the night. 
Then ſleep diſfolv'd in peace ſad ſorrows moan, 
'Then ſtudy, wrapt in thought, true pleaſure found 

; alone, : | 
| || 8 


6 
8 II. 
Twas then thy works, great Maro, charm'd my 
ſoul, 
While . thro” the gloom the taper's light ; 
Thy muſe each low idea did controul, 
And brought Elizium to my raptur'd ſight. 
And when o'erpowr'd with ſleep, thy heav'nly 
| theme, 
By Morpheus was t in a delightful dream.. 


III. 
« Methought I wander'd in a dreary vale,, 
O'erſpread with umbrage thick of lofty trees; 
Thro' whoſe dark ſhade the light could ſcarce 
prevail, 
And ſcarcely could be felt the ſmalleſt breeze. 
A riv'let mid” the vale did purling ſound, 
Save which, the horrid gloom a ſilence had pro- 
found. 
Scarce had I wondꝰ ring caſt my eyes around, 
When ſudden ſeemꝰ d the ſcene to gather light; 
Bright beams of radiance ſhone upon the ground, 
Refulgent glory made the valley bright. 
And while amaz'd my ſoul was fill'd with fear, 
An heav'nly female form GY did appear. 
19 


( 
She ſeem'd a goddeſs of the heav'nly nine, 
A mantle white as virgin ſnow ſhe wore; 
Her features with a luſtre ſhone divine, 
Encha ting ſmiles her looks benignant bore. 
A wreath of bays her lofty temples crown'd, 
Her left hand held a me: WE tony ſhe did 
Korg ma cs | 


W 
Eooſe did her ſpotleſs robe on =ther flow, 
From which elyſian odours breath*d delight; 
At laſt with ſolemn pace advancing flow, 
On the oft ground ſhe gently did alight. 
Then the ſweet muſic of the lyre ſhe broke, 
And thus, in terms 9 88 the bliſsful e 
„ 
VII. h 
0s 8 3 from thoſe bleſſed ſeats I comes 
Where happy bards receive their high reward; 
« Where, after life, thoſe poets find an home, 
* Whoſe N ſe on e the worthleſs did re- 
e 
is I who point the th to deathleſs fame, 
% Pelov'd by gods and men, Calliope my name. 


vil. 
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IS 
VIII, 
To you 'tis given thols 3 ſcenes to 


% know, | 
&© Which from the moſt of mortals are 7 


Wich Maro's pen ſublime in part could new, 


«© And which to you ſhall alſo be reveal'd. 

&« For this I left thoſe happy ſeats of joy, 

Where ſpring eternal reigns, where pleaſures 
never cloy.” 

The goddeſs cear'd—while lowly to the ground, 

[| Methought I proſtrate fell aad ſtrove to ſpeak ; 

| When lot my pow'rs in rapture loft profound, 

| "Twas vainly filence I eſfay'd to break. _ 

And while my foul for ſpeech could make no 
room, 


The goddeſs groin, thus did her diſcourſe re- 
r 


X. | 

4 « Thy inmoſt thoughts I know—nor think the 
0 

Of converſe unreſtrain' dhon haſt with me 
While wrapt in chains of earthly fleſh impure, 
Thy ſpirit ſoars not fromits priſon free. 


Vor 


9 
Nor canſt thou follow me where I ſhall go, 
Till thus N thy ſoul its mortal; bonds forego”. 
Scarce had ſhe ſaid when from that purling brook 
Which wander'd thro? the boſom of the vale, 
In her fair hand ſome chryſtal drops ſhe took, 
Which thrice ſhe fprinkP'd on my body frail. 
And mutt'ring words in magic language ſtrange, 


Sudden methought my form did feel a wondrous | 
change. 


XII. 
As when bright Sol, in ſultry ſummer, fires 
The womb of nature with his potent rays, - 
Some grov'ling locuſt he with wings inſpires, 
Which ſtrait upon its purple pinions plays. 
Elated - conſcious of the glorious change, ; 
'Thro? fields of æther proud it then aſpires to range. 
So when the goddeſs us'd her potent charm, ' | 
My ſoul no more did pow'r of ſenſe 8 3 
The vital lamp no more my frame could warm, 
And then methought I knew what *tis to die. 
Till ſudden ſpringing from its mortal tomb, 
My joyful ſpirit ſought new freed in air to roam. 
. | 


660) 
Come let us riſe—and leave this hateful place, 
The goddeſs faid—and took me by the hand, 
When ſtraight methought with a peculiar grace, 
| . My wings newform'd I ſpread at her com- 
mand. 
No more embarraſs d but elate and . 
With her thro' yielding air joyful I ſoar'd away. 
Then as ſublime we croſs'd th'etheral plain, 
Num'rous fair ifles and kingdoms we ſurvey'd, 
r wilehome Venus held her gentle reign, 
Sweet Cyprus firſt beneath us was diſplay'd. 
" ah, no Paphos now can bleſs the fight, 


From "thence the Loves are fled, and ev” ry ſoft 
delight! | 


eee | 
425 25 "Next 0 o'er the thunderer” 8 "es rite 1 we paſed, 
Imperial Crete, where Jove himſelf 5 reign 6 
Ah faded Ile, no more thy glories laſt, 
No more an hundred cities make es vain, 
Barbarian hands thy temples have deſtroy'd, 
And all thy beauties now dire ruin renders void. 
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I. 


. 


t . 


Then o'er th Egean we purſu'd our way, 


Whoſe fruitful boſom teems with verdant iſles; 


On whoſe white cliffs the Fon wou'd ws 


| play, W 
Which once were favour'd with the muſe's 
ſmiles. 


But now no lays enchanting charm us hs; 


While ſhricks of woe, inſtead, torment the frighted 


alr, 
XVIII. 


Where twining ivy crawls o'er marble fanes, 

Where dreary ruins ſpread a ſolemn gloom; 
There did we view ſad Athens, thy remains, 
And viewing mourn'd thy lamentable doom; 
Near thee thy fav'rite bird remain'd alone, 


And. faithful, hoy? * o'er thy ruins made her 


moan, - | . 


"Xt 


Where fair Bceotia's ample plains extend 
Parnaſſus“ heights at laſt appear'd in view, 
Bleſt heights, which laurels. ever green defend 
From wintry ow and verdure chilling dew ; 


— . 
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6620 
No tainted blaſts the ſacred mount profane, 


Each rude attempt the nine for ever rend'ri ing 
vain. " 


XX. 

Near to the mountain's feot a grove of trees 

Diſpens'd from umbrage thick, a grateful 

A 

Whoſe leaves ſcarce trembP'd to the quiv*ring 
breeze, 

W hile birds amid their wich ſoft muſic 
made; 

(Here ſaid the muſe) our tour in air ſhall end, 
And here methought, on earth e we did 
deſcend. | 
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XXI. 


Fair alleys did the beauteous grove divide, 
Border'd with rows of cypreſs trees and yew; 
Grottoes and caves romantic grac'd each ſide ; 
Round which the vine entwin'd with ivy grew. 
Bright ſtreams by tufts of moſs in murmurs 
flay'd, 87 | 
While flow'rs, their ſcented hues, on eech ſoft 
bank dif) 49888 | 


XXL. 


(5. 68 


XXI. 


Charm'd at the fight of ſuch a beauteous ſcene, 
Enreptur'd to the goddeſs thus I cried, 

* dure here the muſes choice abodes are ſeen ; 
And happy bards departed here reſide. | 

For ſure the nine. their followers mult invite, 


With them in ſeats like thoſe for ever to delight.” 


| XXIII. 
I paus'd, and thus my heav'nly guide reply'd, 

«© 'Think not within the limits of thoſe groves, 
Or on yon” mount, the muſes now reſide 

Rapine inſtead thro”. all their verdure roves. _ 
Baſe aliens“ having mace a fatal prey, | 
Of thoſe ſweet ſeats, oer which the muſes once 

F 1 ſway. 


XXIV. 
use FRG — dav'cy vile cb c 4 


o longer now the nurſe of heav'nly lays; 
Since tyrants ſteal the fame ſhe once maintain'd ; 
Delights no more to.crown deſert with praiſe, 


* The Turks, to e n . Greece is 
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Sunk is that noble ſpirit which inſpir-d 


No prize Olympian renders worth admir'd, 

And glory gone bright ardor waxes cold. 
Barbarian hands her ancient pride have broke, 
And now ſhe quiet bends beneath the ſhameful 
yoke. 


(64) 


XXV. 


While freedom which with verſe is ever bleſt, 
By happier regions, now far diſtant, is poſſeſt. 


Thoſe famous worthies ſhe contain'd of old ʒ 


XXVI. 
5 When eien . nine departed too, 
And favour'd Greece no 0 Weser with their 


_ miles; 

= Forſook their haunts on Hemus' lofty brow, 
I Their ſacred fountains and their faw'rite ifles , 

= And now they ſeldom viſit mortal day, 

Wo Save when to weſtern climes perchance they bend 
2 their * | 


XXVIL 


Beneath the ſurface of this earthly tink 
Where other ſkies a . light extend; 


\ 


1:0) 
The nine for ever fix their laſt retreat, 
From thence alone their mandates here they 
i „ 3 
There worthy poets meet a bright reward, 
Crawn'd with immortal bays, , bleſt with the 
nine's regard. 


* 


XXVII. 


From earth to thoſe bleſt ſeats a "th deſcends, 
For ever unperceiv'd by mortal Eye, 

Thro* yonder mount the darkſome road extends, 

And here I warn you e're we draw more nigh ; 

Let not thoſe phantoms vain -your tear excite, 


V/hich on the loneſome. 1 W before os 
"gd: 


| Mark—never from my fide a moment ſtray, 
For various forms deluſive will entice, 
To lead you wand'ring from the ſureſt way, 
And ſome will ſeem to offer fair advice. 
But ah let no deceit your ſteps allure, | 
To quit my dale for there you are Helene ſecure” 
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The goddeſs ceas d-and ſoon methought we 


drew 
To where th' extremeſt limits of the grove” 


Diſplay'd Parnaſſus, perfect to the view ; 
Whoſe brow appear'd above the N to rove. 
While one ſtrait paſſage op'ning in its ſide, 
Seem'd in two equal parts the mountain to divide. 


XXXI. 


Thro' here, reſum'd the goddeſs, lies our way, 
A paſſageeverveiPd from human fight, 
Chear'd by no viſits from the lightſome day; 

Darkneſs involves it in eternal night: ; 
Save what falſe lights enchanting ſhades ſupply, 
To rob departed bards of wiſh'd for glory nigh. 


XXXII. 


Scarce ſaid the muſe when with a ſudden ſpring, 
Between the craggy rocks ſhe ford her way, 

Then calling me to follow ſtraitway in, 

Methought her orders ſwift I did ob ey. 

And ruſhing both within the ſhades of night, 

"Tn — OP we loſt, and ev'ry fair delight. 

8 XXXIIL 


( 67 ) 
XXXIII. 
Deep was the terror which my ſoul alfaibd, 
Soon as we enter'd on this gloomy road, 
Such hideous hiſſings all around prevaibd; 
Serpents ſeem'd here to fix their dire abode, 


Not all thoſe ſnakes, the furies might ſupply, 


Methought could ere with this moſt Hotel 1 55 
Vie. | 
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Diſmay'd and-wond”ring I addreſs'd my guide, 
But ſcarcely had begun to urge my fear, 
When lo a drove of diſmal forms I ſpy'd, 
Seeming to us direct as drawing near. 
From them methought the direful hiſſing came, 
While high above their heads did ſoar a * 
m' ring flame. | 


. 


Megre and wan the ghaſtly troop appear'd, 
With palid viſages half ſtarv'd and thin, 
Some ſpitting venom, moſt malicious ſneer'd, 1 
Wi others with their teeth did horrid grin, Wl 

But 5 


3 | | | 
2 ( 68 ) = ol 


But in one FIVE hiſs united all, 
While lances, ſhap'd like . they br andiſh'd 
„t in gall. , iy 


XXXVI. 


When x near - they came, the w__ conterapruous 
„ 
— Vs . this. ghaſtly * Was ſore enrag'd ; 
No more with ſcoffs and hiſſings they revil'd, 
Sudden inſtead with lances war they wag'd. 
But all their rage methought prov'd weak and 


vain, 

Since not a dart they threw e ere en us 
. 
r 


Toer utmoſt efforts finding we defy'd, 
At laſt thoſe unſucceſsful foes withdrew "ks f 
Yet as they fled they ſpit a pois'nous tide, 
Which with their. lances prov'd impotent too. 
For how ſhould poiſons weak or darts annoy, 


Thoſe ſpirits pure whom. death himſelf can ne'er 
| er CES 
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„ „ 


Soon as they fled, the muſe I thus addreſtod, 
Oh may thy ſervant goddeſs bleſt enquire, 
What were thoſe fortns which did our way mo- 
8 23S leſt, 
Why did they ſeek our harm with ſo much 
ire 
Such horrid ſhapes I ne'er beheld before, 
Nor ever did I hear ſo diſmal an uproar.” 


' . Thoſe whom thou faw ſt (replied the gracious 
| | muſe, 
Dwelt once on earth and then were criticks 
nam'd | 
There fraught with enero hate they did 
_ abuſe, 
Each bard of merit and his works defi: 
k | Envious of worth they felt an impious joy, 
Rather than to befriend true genius to deſtroy. 


x. 


| For this the nine with juſtice paſs'd their doom 
15 In volv'd in woe to dwell for ever here; 
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6699 
Where now as heretofore amid the gloom, | 
They ſeek to fill the poet's ſoul with fear. 
Who (if they fright him from the deftin'd way,) 
Fac from Elyſian joys muſt ever after tray.” - 


i i 


1 


Nore would the muſe have ſaid— but ſhadesdeform, | 


With horrid yelling 'gan to ſtrike mine ear; 


| la ſhape of duns and catchpoles ſome did ſtorm, 


(Such as of old made Phillips quake with fear.) 
There Faminerag' d- Dependance ſullen frown'd, 
While eee; did ſhake her dart and ſtalk. 


2 


XLII. 


But chief a buxom ſyreni of deceit, 


Falſe Flatt'ry chaunted her inſidious layͤs; 


Eager my footſteps from the path to cheat, 


Her drunken cup ſhe offer'd filbd with praiſe. 
Which had I taſted all my ſenſes drown'd, : 


Had in vain glory's arms for ever ſlept profound! 


XIII. 


But ſtill defended by my ſacred Fart 
Ng I brav'd the guile . all my foes; 
1 Till 


3 


1 
Till at the laſt in ſafety we repair'd, 


To where Elizium's golden gates aroſe. 


At her command the gates ſelſ-open'd flew, _ 


And all the gloomy ſcenes evaniſh'd from my 


< 
View. 


. 


Then what fair proſpe &ts ruſh*d upon my ſight?! 
Bright cloudleſs ſkies wrapt in blue ſerene, 
UnveiP'd a landſcape blooming with delight, 
Scented with groves of never fading green, 
Where bluſhing flow*rs and vegetable gold, | 
Sought thro? the leafy trees their beauties to un- 
| yo | N 


ee. 


There on the margin of neQareous ſtreams, 
That thro? gay amaranthine flowrets crepr, 
Involved in tranſport of poetic dreams, 
Some children of Apollo ſweetly ſlept. 
While others tun'd to varied lays their lyre, 
And warbled as on earth. the theme they lov'd to 
fire. 
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( 72.) 
XI. II. 


There . Ovid ſung his am'rous train, 
There dove-ey'd Sappho tun'd her tender 
| moan; 
Mourning no more her love beſtow'd in vain, 
She found the youth (that once ſhe ſought) her 
own. 
To umber'd ſhades there frequent they retire, 
And quench in mutual love ths warmth of fond 
defire. SR, 


—_ | 


EncircPd by the jocund ſons of wine, 
Anacreon ſat—with bluſhing roſes crown'd ; 
Still as on earth, he quaff'd the juice divine, 
His ev*ry care in tipſy revels drown'd. 
Before the buxom bard in mazy dance, 


A ſportive fyren warm'd his ſoul with frequent 
glance. FO 


XLVIII. 


Beneath the ſhade of myrtle cover'd bow'rs, 
Tibullus wander'd penſive all alone; | 
TO There 


„ 
There Hammond with his Delia culing flow'rs, 
Renew'd his tender elegiac moan |! | 
While balmy zephyr whiſp'ring thro* the grove, 
To gentle eccho breath'd each plaintive tale of 


Jy | EO love, | 2 


XLIX. 


High on a mount of laurel veſted green, 
Whoſe fummits with refulgent roſes ſhone; 
Methought the muſcs *mid a blooming ſcene, 


d Fix'd to eternity their aſting throne. 
There each to lyre reſponſive lull'd the wind, 
a And with heroic lays in tranſport wrapt the mind. 
1. 
Near to the nine e thoſe bards were 
plac'd, 
Who reap'd with epic ſtrains the / laurel 
meed ; 
m Homer as whe fair Achaia grac'd, 1 
And he who ſweetly touch'd the Mantuan 
reed. ; 


There Milton tun'd with notes ſublime his lyre, | 
And Taſſo glow'd anew with bright romantic 
fre, 


ere ; 1 | | 11. 


(„ 6, 
LI. 


As nearer to the * s ſeats we drew, 
Celeſtial warblings charm'd the air around; 


Sweeter than thoſe the Thracian ſatyrs ew, 


When Orpheus en them with his ſilver 
ſound. 


All inſtruments of cadence ſoftly clear, 


Methought in thoſe ſweet ſtrains were join'd the 
ſoul to chear. 


LI. 


j * But ah not long thoſe bliſsful ſounds did laſt, 


Not long thoſe lovely proſpects bleſt mine 
eyes; 
Shrill Chanticleer announc'd my viſion . 
For crowing loud he bade the moin ariſe. 
Starting I rais'd my head—the fairy theme, 
Fled ſwift !—and ſtrait I found the whole an emp- 
ty dream! ! 


LASS or SUMMER-HILL. 


A BALLAD. 


Tun lark that proudly ſoars in air, 

On quiv'ring pinions born; 

That bids the golden morn Propane; 
All nature to adorn. 0 

Swells not its little vocal throat: 

With lays more ſweet and ſhrill, 

'Than does the girl that ſways my thought ; 
The laſs of ſummer-hull. 
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It, 


The diamond ſmit by Phebus” beam, 
That ſhines with dazzling ray; 
That teaches ſable night to ſtream, 

With counterfeited day. 

Can equal not her brighter eyes, 
Who makes my boſom thrill; 

Who makes my heart her libs prize, 
The laſs of ſummer-hill. 


T. 


The bluſhing roſe begemm'd with dew, 
In nature's ſcarlet dy'd; 
The lilly ſweet of ſpotleſs hue, 
That blooms with filver pride. 
When blended both in garlands gay, 
By ſome young ſhepherd's ſkill; 
Her cheeks more lovely hues diſplay, 
The laſs of ſurnmer-hill. 


IV. 


The ſwan with grand majeſtic neck, 
That ſtems each chryſtal wave: 
| Whoſe 


we 


„ 


Whoſe form the ſilver plumes bedeck, 


Which oft”? it loves to lave. 


Its breaſt in ſoftneſs never vies, 


With her's I doat on ſtill; 


Near her's—all ſnow white fairneſs dies,, 


The laſs of ſummer-hill. 
: 1 N v. 


The vi'let blue that ſcents the meads, 
That ſweetens ev'ry gale; 
Her balmy breath its ſcent exceeds, 
Her lips make coral pale. | 
But when her nut brown locks I twine,. 
And with freſh roſes fill: 

Her air like Venus is divine, 


The laſs of ſummer-hill.- | 
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SON n 


Mr love, with thy enchanting preſence bleſt, 


To tread New Zealand's waſtes I would not 
fear, 
O'er plains that never human foot conſeſt, 
Where filence reigns, and defolation drear ; 
There wand'ring, I ſhould ſcorn to heave a ſigh, 
For what is ſolitude if thou be nigh ? 


II. 


Was fate in ſavage lands to fix my lot, 
Jo bind me as a ſlave in Turkiſh chains; 
One look from thee, could make my woes for- 
got, | 
One ſmile of thine, could baniſh all my pains 
1 8 l 
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But chearful I would hug my load of toil, 
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My ſoul no more at bondage ſhould recoil, 
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Place me where ſunburnt Afric's ſandy plains, 
Crackle with heat,—where zephyr never 
blows ; | 90 | 
Place me where winter's icy chilneſs reigns, 
Where Lapland hills lie hid in trackleſs ſnows; 
Each climate ſhould alike by me be bleſt, 
So I could claſp thee to my faithful breaſt ! 
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DESPAIRING SHEPHERD. 


FaREwVII joy and farewell pleaſure, 
Since I'm ſcorn'd by her I love; 
Welcome ſadneſs without meaſure, 
Only dire deſpair Pll prove. 
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Eccho from her caves and mountains 's 
Now ſhall anſwer to my moan; 
| (= Gloomy 
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Gloomy woods and filver fountains, 


Now ſhall hear me ſigh alone. 
8 


Awful pow'r of melancholy, 
Penſive—at thy ſhrine I bow; 


Hcar me term all pleaſures folly, 


dee me bid the world adieu 
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Sacred to the patriotic Virtues of 
CoLONEL SHARMAN. 


J. 
i O F old when freedom ſtrove in vain, 
Her ſacred manſion to maintain; 
Unſo:Pd in Roman hearts, 
Whilſt by corruptive ſlav'ry ſway'd, 
The bright Heſperian flame decay'd. 
A prey to Cæſar's arts. 
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Then did indignant Cato fly, 

To where the ſunburnt Lybian ſky 
The womb of nature fir'd ; 

While Cæſar public virtue ſold, 

Deſpiſing to be bought with gold; 
The God like man retir d. 
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Bright wiſdom of majeſtic mien, 
Calm fortitude of brow ſerene: 
His fleeting ſteps purſu'd, 
Sweet inmate conſcience ever pure, 
Still bleſt with peace each lonely hour; 
Still chear'd his ſolitude. 
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So now whilſt venal arts entice, 
| Terne's ſons to yield to vice, 

By Mammon bought and ſold, 
The noble Sharman bids adieu, 
To Pitt's corrupted helot crew 

Who barter all for gold. 
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Spurning at vice in folly's guife, 

To Moira's ſweet retreat he flies, 
Each grace his ſteps attend; 

But chief bright liberty delights, 

To bleſs the man who loves her rites, 
His country's ſureſt friend, 


VI. 
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His gen'rous ſoul ſtill ever nigh, 
To wipe the tear from ſorrowꝰs eye; 
To chear the wretched heart, 
The drooping babe, the peafant poor, 
The woe-worn matron ſeek his door, 
To all he gives a part. 


vn. 


Bleſt man Oh rife our Ile to guard, 
Yet let Ierne's voice be heard 


Diſpell her anxious fears; | — 


Defend, defend, thy native land, 


When flav'ry threats—ſtill head the Sy 
Of glorious TEETER, 


VII 


(330 
On Freedom's tablet wrote in gold, 
So ſhall thy glory firm enroll'd, 

To diſtant ages ſhine, 
With Cato's, Decius's, ſnall thy name 
Be eccho'd throꝰ the trump of fame, 

Sharman, the man divine. 
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Taſcribed to the AurHOR's MoTHRs. 


. I. 
WL SAY tender pariner of my piercing woes, | 
1 Dear, ever honour'd Auth'reſs of my birth; 
WH Whoſe heart too frequent 6'd with painful 
1 | throes, 
On my account is ſeldom ugd to mirth. 
TEES Say why when all falſe hearted friends are gone, 
Do you alone regard your poor ill tated fon ? 
II. 
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Say when with riches and the ſweets of peace, 
Vour ev'ry want might well have been ſup- 
phy'd, 
Why did you turn aſide from wealth 4 is 3 
Why were thoſe precious gifts by you PRA R 
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While rather than enjoy them far from me, 


You choſe to ſhare my woes involv'd in penury. 
Tyas ſure becauſe your foirit could difllain, t 
Thoſe gilded baits which venal ſouls entice, 
You rather choſe to act aright with pain, 
Than live tho! rich a ſlave to pride and vice. 
For this-you fled with your ill fated fon, 


To ſave with kind Advice his virtues Near un- 
| done. 
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To chear in want my poor defponding heart, 


In ſickneſs to ſupport my drooping head, 
In ſtraits a real friend to ſhare a part. 


In health a ſcanty meal with joy to ns 
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Thoſe cares you e of fading toys, 
And yon for thoſe at laſt will reap immer | 
| Joys. 21 
; \ 
2 ought or 
1 2 N — 74 60e 12 2 r N 
Here too on 4 58 auer , You may; prove, | 
* the place of wealth ſupply; : 
Bleſt with my grateful thanks and duteous love: * 
Your age on my fond care may ſafe rely. 
And if kind providence ſhould bleſs my ways, 


Your latter ſhall cuifhine by far Jour e 
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Bil can I oer for learning you repay, | 
Which aids the muſe to chear my Mikes 


hours, 
The muſe that makes * penury look gay; 


That fixes to extacy;my.drooping poy'rs. | 


Bleſt parent} that ſd, wiſely could, provide, ,.. 
Far (wot which nen me whateve ever ills n. b 
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Spirits divine! Prote ctors of the juſt, 
For this and ev'ry gift my parent guard; 
To your ſtriCt care her footſteps I entruſt ; 


Oh guide her ſafely to a bright reward. of 


Where fad aMiQtion can ne longer y, 
But where all woes are loſt in everlaſting hi 
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Tnus did Inaah ſeer divine foretell, 
The woes which on ill fated Edom fell. 
For ever waſte ſhall lie the barren ſoil, 
Uncultur'd by the uſeful hand of toil : 
None through the dreary land ſhall ever ſtray, 
Poſſeſt by ſavage birds and beaſts of prey. 
There ſhall the cormorant, the bittern howl, 
And there the raven with the boding owl; 

BE God ſhall diſperſe confuſion o'er the ground, 
And ftrew the ſtones of emptineſs around 

4 Princes no longer there ſhall ſway maintain, 
But hideous ſaty*rs o'er the waſte ſhall reign. 
In mock'ry each ſhall to his fellow call, 

« Haſte dukes of Edom! grace your regal hall! 
But no proud duke an anſwer ſhall return, 
Each d to nothing in his ſilent urn 
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A PARAPHRASE of Part of the 34th Chop. of 
ISAIAH, from Verſe 10th to Verſe 16th. - 
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The palace drear no tapſtries ſhall adorn, 1 
Oerrun with brambles and the prickly thorn. 4 
| Nettles ſhall twine around the courts the fanes, 1 
Mocking the pride of princes and their pains. I 
'Thoſe rooms which once with feſtive joys were - 1 
| bleſt, Bk ES, 1 
in them the dragon dire ſhall build and reſt; A 
In them the lazy owl ſhall build her neft. IF 
There ſhall the monſters of the deſart meet, 'Y 
Making the ſad abode their choice retreat. 4 
Satyrs ſhall there in awkward dancing vie, i 
And greet each other with a doleful cry ; 1 
But chief the ſolitary birds of night, 2 
Shall to this loneſome deſart urge their flight. 1 
There ſhall the owl in quiet breed and lay, _ 3 
There the broad ſhadow of her wings difplay ; 4 
Screening her offspring from the face of day. 1 
The Vulture there ſhall fix her laſting home, Wt 
And never Nur 1 wen es Chg roam a # 
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FAIR SUPPLICANT. 


H and ee 
des fall, | 
White o'er the deſart wealth I's wa EG | 

Ab ſeorn not mortal my diſireſsful call, 

Nor let a wretch implore thy aid in vain! 


See thoſe ſweet babes that to my boſom cling, 
With artleſs innocence they join my cry; 

Ab gentle ſtranger from thy pocket fling, 
Some trifling gift to comfort miſery ! 


— 
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Though now iii tdtter'd garb Lywander here, 
A friendleſs fugitive without an home; 


My life with f6rtutie's gifts I ohce could 3 A * 


And own*d« plenteous boatd a"coſtly dome. 
But pois'nons flatt'ry with cruel aim, 
Soon found the means my happineſs to wound, 
And having tarniſh*d once my ſpotleſs fame, 
Taught my ſad days with ſorrow to abound. 
A faithleſs ſwain ſeduc'd my virgin heart 
To ſeperate from innocence and peace; 
Firſt lur'd me from an aged fire to part, 
Then quickly caus?d my joys of life to ceaſe. 


For ſoon deſerting my negle ted charms 

He left me thus in poverty to pine, 
N thoſe poor babes to fold my ſhiv'ring arme, 
And on the earth with anguiſh to recline. 


Oft, oft I feel the bitter taunts of ſcorn, 
Oft vainly ſue to pride that ſtarts at woe, 
Oft with my ſorrows ſwell the winds forlorn, 


Nor where to find a Cn. breakfaſt know. 
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y crys 


join m 


they 
gift to comfott miſery} 
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See thoſe ſweet babes that to my boſom cling, - 
Ah gentle ſtranger from thy pocket fling, 
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H AIL. nymph in verdant veſt array d, 

With ſnow drops crown d and * blue; » 
Fair ſpring thy lively pencil take, 
Paint nature's ſweeteſt charms Gn, bs 
Smit by thy ſoft diſſolving breath, - ' 

The clouds that wait on winter pale; 
In conſcious ſilence ſteal away, 

And low the azure vault unveil, 
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pi 95,1 
While each proud hill and valley meek, 
Shakes off its ice encruſted chain; 


5 And ſmiles in living green bedeckt, 


The favour'd liv'ry of thy reign. 
Oh may I love to cull thy ſweets, 


The daffodil, the primroſe pale; 
Still joy to ſnuff reviving ſcents, 


When hawthorn bloſſoms fill each gale, 


To tread the daiſy pictur'd mead, 
To hear the cuckow's chearing note; 


And ſee the ſwallow ſkim her flight: 


By thee from diſtant regions brought, 


By thee reviv'd the ſinnꝝ race, 


Gleam thro the wave in f peckPd pride, 


Nor ſee the angler mark their ſport : 


Who ſtems wit ith guiſetyl x wand the tide. - 


o thee the garden s pride belongs, 


Where in full trim thy flowrets bloom, 
Where quiv ring Zephyr ſoftly ſteals: ' _ 


From budding roſes rich perfume. _ 


Chear'd by the flame that marks thy rein, 


The joyous birds in ev'ry groove; 
Enraptur'd chaunt their am?rous lays : 


And taſte the bliſsful ſweets of love. FW 
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While oft at eve beneath ſome tree, 3 
The ſhepherd tells his tender tale, = 
The laſs forgets her ſpotted cow, 

And lets the God of love prevail. 
Thee nymph the village ruſtics hail, 

When round the may-pole glad they dance, 
When crown'd with flow'ry garlands all, 

Mid ſhouts of joy their ſteps advance. 
Fair Spring! with them my muſe ſhall ſing, 

Thy praiſe oft as thy reign I prove; 
For ah, what ſeaſon can excite, . * 

Like thine the voice of joy and love ? 
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By Phcebus clad in ſaffron robe, 
With jeſſamines and roſes crown'd ; 

Say lovely ſummer ſhall my muſe, . 
The beauties of thy reign reſound ? 


| | 5 Yes—while the face of nature glows, 


Compreſs'd by thy meridian heats 


Let me forſake each open ſcene, BY 


And court the wood W 1 cool retreats. 

There in the ſhady grove's receſs, 
Where ſoftly trills ſome ſilver fiream, 
With joy the rural lute I'll tune, 


Angimake thy * charms my theme. 
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Lo, 


There as the glance of love goes round, 


Braving the river's inmoſt haunts, 


ix 99 25 8 
Witt ceaſeleſs tive charm the a . 
Nor leſs alive the inſect tribe, 8 2 d t 
In milder notes thy praiſe declare. 
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In ſearch of flow'ry fweets the bee, 


Thro' æther hums her drowſy way, 

While friſking graſshoppers delight, 
Their hoarſer muſic to diſplay.” 444 

Sweet is the eſſence of thy breath, mo 
Bright nymph that from yon Wend demie, | 


Where ruſtics toſs the nut- brown hay; 


Where laughter loving mirth even, oh 
The ſimple joke, the raral ſong,'- N He 


'There makes the nymph, the ſhepherd vain, 


The golden age revives again. 
Now flying from thy ſultry heats, 
The ſchoolboy ſtems the chryſtal waves, 


He frights the Naiads from their caves. 
But ah, what pencil can deſcribe, | 
ach charm that Daphne's ſteps attends, 
When far retir'd om lawleſs gaze 
To tempt the ſtream the ſiren bends, 
Not Venus ſelf (when from the ſea, 
At firſt her beauteous form aroſe) 
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Could with ſuch tranſport fire the ſoul, 
Or more enchanting charms diſcloſe.— 
Yet not alone thoſe ſmiling ſcenes, 
Oh ſummer deck thy ſultry reign 
Love oft with joy forſakes thy ſteps, 
While horror wandersin thy train! 
When hurPd impetuous from the ſkies, 
'Thro* æther darts the lightning's ray, 
When thunders on the whirlwind roll, 
And ftartle mortals with-diſmay. 
Then let me quit each trifling ſcene, '' 
And NATURE $ GOD with wonder own, 
 Adoring view his works ſublime, 
While Atheiſts es at his frown. 
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Mn. P un am e n come. 8 
With poppies bright thy locks e entwine, 17 
Pomona thy approach awaits, 
And Ceres with her gifts divine. 1 
Haſte queen of contemplative thought, 
Diſperſe hot Suramer's parching train, 
Let Plenty from her fruitful urn, - 58 CET Fs O | 
With yellow harveſts deck thy re reign. 3 


_ 
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Oh when fair morn with n 55 A 1 
Ariſes bluſhing in the eaſt, | * : un 
Sweet ſeaſon let me oft delight, 
| _ Wk thy baght charms 79 ſoul to feaſt. 
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What joy to range the mountain's brow, 
And view thy chearing ſcenes below, 
Where vegetable billows wave, _ 
And vales with golden ſplendor glow. 
Then when with ſickles arm'd the band, 
Of reapers in due train advance, 
What joy to aid their ruſtic toil, | 
, To tune the pipe or join the dance. 
And when dim eve forwarns thethrong, 
Homeward with mirthful ſteps to roam, 
What joy to puſh the cup around, 
Jo join the village uarvesT HOME! 
- Bleftſcenes like theſe of rural joy, 
Dear be ye ever to my ſoul! 
Ah who would quit your pleaſing charms, 
For thoſe which pomp or wealth controul? 
| Oft Autumn when thy ſtubbles lead, 
| The partridge to his ſweet repaſts, | 
While ſkilful ſpaniels mark their prey, 
The gunner his deſtruction haſtes. 
And oft when Pheebus gilds the ſkies, . 
With chearing ſounds the vallies ring, 
While fleet as wind the dappled hounds + 
Acroſs * Fr TPO 5 61; ih 
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With fwifneſs flies the timid hare, _ 
Short and more ſhort ſhe pants for breath; 3 5 
Till her purſuers clofe her round, 
And the ſhrill horn beſpeaks her death. 
But leaving thoſe diſcordant ſports, 
Amid thy woods oft let me ſtra j 
While yellow leaves around me fall; 
Sure omen of bleak winters ſway. 
Or if more lively ſcenes ſhould leaſe; 
To the rich orchard let me haſte, _ 
Where luſcious fruits enchant the eye, 
And court with varied ſweets the taſte. 
There as I feaſt upon their charms, 
Pl joy bright Autumn in thy ſtores, . 
And whilſt they bleſs Ierne's iſſe * 
Contemn We fruits of richer ſhores. 8 


— 


1 
* 
8 % = 9 
od os 1 c 
"TR * e LE 1 
9 FEE ED HRP p 2 * * 5 


; PART IV. 
WINTER. 


A 


TY ITH hollies TSS as ivy erown'd, ES "# 


Clad in a robe of ſpotleſs white, 
Come winter let me ſing of thee, 

Whoſe ſcenes ſublimely charm the ſight 
Come, and when ev*ry mountain top, 
Lies hid in flakes of filver grain, 
When the rude ſtorm diſcordant raves; 

And deſolation marks thy reign. . | 
From ſome lorn abbey's tow'ring height, 

While pale ey'd Cynthia gleams around; 
Oft let me hear thy awful voice, | 
And penſi ve liſten to the ſound. 
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A 
Or when the morn from ſhadowy * - 
Faintly: beſtrews the eaſt with licht, : 
Let me behold thy virgin A 
In ſtillneſs fall before my ſight. 
Firſt view them tip the lofty hills, 
Then on the leafleſs trees deſcend; 
Till on the deſart heath they fal. 
Or with the ſtream their ſoftneſs blend. 
Ott from the river's willowy „ 
By thee in icy fetters bound, 5 
Let me behold the healthy „ Ih | ; 
Skaiting its glaſſy ſurface round. 
Then to the farmer's corn-yard ſtray, 
Where ſmit by cold the plumy race 
Sadly in mournful notes complain, - 
And pick the ſtraws with cautious pace. 
But ſhould the harmleſs red-breaſt chance 
To droop amid the little throng, 
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Strait in my breaſt with pity warm'd; ; 0 8 


I'd bear it to my home along. | 
And winter whilſt thy tempeſts howPd, if. 
A lodger it ſhould reſt with me, 

Crumbs from my board and water clear, 

Its ſtated nouriſhment ſhould be. 

Thus let me frequent paſs my time, 

But when the fiercer ſtorms defcend; - 

| When 
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When rains and bail tüumultubus beat, 

And boist rous winds the foreſt rend, 
Then let me love the genial hearth, 

To joy and ſocial friendſhip dear, 
While Bacchus with his mirthful train, 

Conduce the ſhiv'ring ſoul to chear. 
Then let the fuel blaze on bigh, 

So artificial ſuns may ine 
And winter's chilling 2 yield, 

- "T8 embers basis and roſy wine! 
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5 Brncurep ſtranger, ſay what cauſe | F 1 
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« Could tempt thy bk ſee = e i 
& To viſit this 8 hog | 7 
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« None love to tray thoſe. wilds among = 
To whom the world is dear; 3 

© Religion with her ſolemn train, 2 

© « Alone ſeek pleaſure bee. 
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ny 
as And ſure thy age and habit ſpeak, 
« Such pleaſure is not thine ; 


| & «ä For blooming youths in warlike dreſs, 
Þ} Court not the pale-ey'd ſhrine,” 


WW: _ 2 3 


* Thy pardon, holy ſire, beſtow,” 
(Returns the modeſt youth,) 
„ Nor think with rude deſign I tread 
„ The haunts of peace and truth. 
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© For tho? mid thoſe monaſtic ſeats, 
A ſtranger now I roam, 
4 In the lorn boſom of this vale 
« Sometime ſince was my home. 
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« And frequent *mid thoſe ſhady walks I» 


 *< Pve ſpent the pleaſing day; 
C Or up yon miſty mountains ſide 
2 tranſport low d to ſtray. 
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00e 
&« But urg'd by unpropitious fate, 
To join the foreign warz WM 
* For ten long years I've death defy'd, ; 
With ſuch as nobly dare. 


And now with eager ſteps I haſte, | 
« Where teig en che ghz 
«© Yon cottage from its mik White walls 
66 2 
3 . Sp 
6 Ah th father, do you EE CET 
« The'tenants of that place; 


« Still live they both in perfect health, ba] 
To crown my fri embrace? z 


* 
ce The ſweeteſt lilly of the vale/, 
« Blooms not with fairer. chaime 
< Than the bright aymph that owns yon cot, 


«© Whoſe W foul alarms, Crt: 
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«© There with: TY 
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* And 
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* And all I erave is certain truth, 
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cc To quell my anxious pains.” 


Here ces the e holy ſage, © 


With accents mild reply'd ; 
* I know not ſon the gentle pair, 
That in yon cot reſide. 


XIII. 


Not long when thoſe facred a 


A lodger I have been; 
c Not long have ſought for thoſe lone cells, 
2 TY change life's chequer'd ſcene. 
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me But ſee where down yon n way path, 


c Funereal pomp draws nigh, 


<< Some of the mournful train may chance | 


To To give the wiſh'd * 115 
XV. | 


Scarce ſaid the ſage, when from the church, 


The death bell heaving flow; 
With ſolemn pace the'train advanc'd, - 
Each boſom: throb'd with woe. 
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The pall with ſnow-white ribbands wake, : 
A * corſe beſpokeʒ | | 


Str 


BL 


3 


= ire * 
While village nymphs in ſpotleſs robes. . 
Mourn'd death's untimely ſtroke. : 
. : XVII. | | 
Straight Edgar (to the youth was calfd,) g q 
Approach'd the fun'ral throng ; Me bs = 
« And-pray to what fair nymph (he ciel, ) | | 
. Ia. thoſe fad rites eons * "4.5 
But ah, how ſank his flutt'ring heatt,. „ I 
How wax'd his features i 
When from the croud a gs reply'd, 1 1 
4 „Matilda of the vale! | $a 5 . 1 


Down drop's the youth; „ his golden licks: 
' Mix'd with the graſsgreen dew; —- & 
A clay cold chillneſs ſeiz d his form 
eee 1 n 
os Andi is he MAY my long 4 love yy. $62" 
In accents Wie or ang ett 
The words ſcarce quiver'd on his lips, FT 51 N 
le bow d te fate and * Al r | 
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PROGRESS or LIBERTY. 
A POBM, 


3 that in \ Greenland's deſolated ii 
| _ Where horror on unceaſing winter ſmiles, - 
Or where amid the vaſt Pacific deep, 
VUnnumber' d iſles lie ſcorch'd by Phagbus? rays, 
Canſt make the native with his lot content | 
Thou that in more enlighten'd lands canſt teach 
Ihe ſons of art and induſtry to love 
Thy choiceft hleſſings, and thy. gifts to prizes 
Immortal! Patroneſs of heart felt bliſs, * 
Parent of plenty and uifading joy; 
Bright LIE RNr v, accept my votive ſtrains, 
That dare thy recent progreſs to proclaim. 


Fired by the theme, my muſe on Fancy's wing 


Upborne—to Frans-Atlantic regions takes 
Her willing flight, and on thy triumphs there, 
 Expatiates with wonder and with joy! ! 
There what a glorious profpe@ charms her fight! 
Where heretofore no other voice was heard, 
1 ; | F 
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Rut that of ſavages, whoſe madning voice | | © © 
Scream'd the dire warhoop'to'the frighted air, 
And doom'd their wretched flaves in battle wow, 
To horrid tortures and inhuman feaſts; - - 

Now Frecdom civiliz'd thy voice is heard, 

Which charms a mighty continent with lis: 

Of juſtice, mild humanity and peace.—> - 
Methinks on Delaware's delighful banks, 

Where amiable Penn's fair city ſtands; - /* 

I. view the congreſs of thy new made ſtates, / 
Debate with wiſdom, and with wiſdom act. 
From the bleſt countries that ſupport their ſway; . 
Vile ſlavery with her deteſted brood. 

Of feudal laws and briberies cori upt, | 
Fly—and the EQUAL RIGHTS OF MAN end 
Oh may they evermore prevail and ſpread, 
Freedom, thy genial influence e Gel 
Benighted long in ignorance involy'd;' 

Till Miſſiſſippi's:ſolitary ifles, oo et 
Nein with all thy varied bleſſitigs crown ON * 
And ev'ry ſavage Indian, reſigns 
His tyrant chieftan for thy equal ſw ay. 
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But not alone to Trans- Atlantic climes, , * 


Bright Liberty thy progreſs is conſia d; yo 
Ge 0 ang 


8 
Of uni verſal freedom dares to damn. 
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Hark here black ſlavery's adamantine gates 
Leap from their hinges at thy magic touch; 
While all the horrors of the dire BAS T ILT, 
Reveal'd to day appall the ſhudd ring ſight ! . 
Engines of torture, hell invented racks, 

And all the trophies of deſpotie ſway, 

Thy darling ſons deſtroy with honeſt ſcorn; 
And tearing from its baſe the curs'd abode, 
Leave not a wreck to tell fucceeding time, 
Where the ſhame Rood of Bourbon's tyrant race. 
But Eurepe yet affords a nobler ſcene, 
Than even. this to glorify thy name, 
Immortal Freedom to the end of time. 

The grand proecſſion erouds the CHAMP DL 
ens, N 

Thouſands an thouſapds ſwell thy joyful tains. 
Unnumber d banners wan on in the air, 
Melodious ipſtruments of muſic play. 

And carol anthems of extatic joy z 
Whilſt a wiſe king by patriot ſubjects _ 


|  Diſdainsto act the tyraat, and performs. 


| 9 make eee. 


An oath of fealty to the n ns or MANI 
Thrice happy Frenchmen, in your rulers. Maſt, 
Bleſt by bright Freedom's choice prerogatives, 
How d.? rent fax are thoſe enchanting ſcenes; 


. 


a N Rejoice 


Ems,) 
Rejoice with conſcious dignity of ſeul,) 


From ſuch: as Wrapt your lovely realm oſ al, 
In Gothig ignorance: and: ſlaviſn bonds; + -/ 


When your fouls trembled at your tyrants frowns, | 


Condemn'd in gaudy courts to pleaſe their tuſts 
With vile hy poerify, for them alone 

To prune the vine or reap the waving corn; 

- While a proud Hi'rarchy a nation's ſcourge, 
Leagu'd with a band of nobles baſely tore, 
Fach untouch'd morſel from your famiſh'd lips; 3 
Ding penury and wild deſpair, 

Over ev'ry province of your beauteous land; 5 
Such was your priſtine lot! when life was worſe 
Than death—ofcey'ry ſolid joy bereft! | 

And who. deſires. fuch ſcenes ſhould be reviv'd? 


Who—but the friends of arbitracy powers a”. * 


Foes to the inborn rights of GODUIK R MAR, 
| Such as a BUKKE that with malignant aim, 
Employs his pen in foul eorruption's eauſe! 
Let ſuch baſe hypoerites that lick the duſt, 


Which tyrants tread. on let ſuch fawning "Ws 


| Know, that mankind abhors the haws they teach; 
Let them far rather vers d in ſlaviſh , 

Go. howl their tenets to the deſart air, 

Where Loon Lions can command alone: 


: No I; 
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N ſoon b 
Por lo- the ſun of freedom riſing high, 

Gradual the miſts of error ſhall diſperſe, 
And human munen at: N z 
Till the remoteſt corners of the globe = 
Shall ſinile, compreſt by his all chearing beams, 


But whither wanders my enchanted muſe ? 
No more let diſtant ſcenes her lays employ, 
When objects dearer far attract at home; 
When this fma'l gem that crowns old ocean's brow, 
This precious iſland fair IR NE teems, 
With ſcenes tho? not ſs wonderful and great 
As thoſe of other lands, are not leſs fit, 
To be enroll'd in fame's eternal lif.— 
Long Had Hibernia's hapleſs children mourn'd, 
Beneath the yoke which foreign lords impos'd; 
Her commerce by vindi tive ſtatutes check'd, 
Her ſenators oblig'd to frame her laws 

At the fole pleaſure of a ſiſter's will; 
= Whilſt when rough war expell'd 75 ſons abroad, 
Daguarded by the thanklefs pow'r ſhe fed, = 
Her land was left ex pos'd to foreign foes, 
pat with reſiſtleſs rage might ſoon have ſpread 

| The horrors of deſtruction o'er her foil. - 
| Had not a godlike—an immortal few, 

| Whoſe boſoms glow'd with patriotie fire, 
_—_ A band 


nas. 1 


A band of VOLUNTEERS IN FREEDOM'S- 0AUSE 
Aroſe, the s A viovas of an hapleſs land. 
Shock'd at their fight, injuſtice ſhudd' ring fled, 

_ Whilſt fell corruption with her harpy mate, 


Opʒpreſſion, ſpread thaip-baleful wings and * | 


4 


Black Erebus, from whenee at Gelb they ſprant | 


Soon thro? the efforts of this glorious band, 
lerne's veſſels ſtemꝰd the main 5 5 


Her ſenate independant rights acquir d, 


And LABERTY: thy progrefe bleſt began. 


As late we prov'd, when an imperious lord. 


Sought. to obſtru ct our Senatorial rights: 

But ſought in vain, wbilſt fair Ierne paid 

Due homage to the xn of her choice. 

Nor leſs did od Eblana's fons of late 
Thy genial iaſtuenee bright Freedom feel, 

When to maintain the Rn ATR they had were 
They made the vile perverters: of the laws, 


Whilſt juſtice prov'd. triumphant Oer her foes E 
Thus far bath Liberty's bright progreſs b 

Ofer this imperial iſle, hut yet far more 

Remains to be accompliſh'd by her fons + 

For ſtill the blood of ſoſt humanity r 
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Though high in office ſhrink abaſh'd with ame, 


At 


1 Runs chill to view an I:iſh peaſant's fot. | 
= Where on the outſtretchi heath or on the bourn 
= Of the damp lake, a miſerable race 
Of wretched victims to calamity, . 
= Taſte all their lives the bitterneſs of want— Xs; 
1 No habitat ion fit to ſhelter man, PIT Ft TORY 
Falls to their-ſhare—2 clay conſtrued 1 9 5 
Which boaſts no window to admit the dawn, 
Wraps them in ſolitude and pierceleſs ſhades; 
WW Where to the chilling tempeſts they complain, 
On the ftraw couch each long long winer-night, : 
Till morn approaches, when with wild deſpair, - 
They wake—and by gaunt famins ſore oppreſt, 
W. Snatch from the earth in haſte the wat'ry yam, 
W Their ſole ſupport throughout the annual round! 
Poor Wretches|—miſerable is your lot | 
Not worſe the Caffre fares, or the rough Boor, 
That wanders o'er the heaths of Labrador; ; 
For he has meat and liberty to boot. | 
But you are doom'd forſaken by your bets * 
WE (The nominal poſſeſſors of your ſoil,) 5 
Io ſtruggle with their delegated ſlaves, 
Who joy to fill the meaſure of your woes. 
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| You too have tyrants of another caſt, 


| Fogroan: beneath, who feed their Melos taſtes, | 
2 * 3 revel in ſoft eaſe, 
e 


Or through American Savannahs ſweet 


1 [219-7 
Sapported by your daily toil alone, 

An Hirarchy unfeeling, that diſrobes b 
Your ſmall potatoe plats for precious TYTHES ! 
And is there no kind intervening hand, _ 
Will wave oppreſſion's rough deſcending ſtrokes, 

From falling farther on your hapleſs heads? 
Yes, in a patriot band you ſtill may truſt, + 

Who tho? they oft have fail'd in your behalf, 
Through perſeverance yet may ſet you free | 
Oh happy time approach that crowns this iſle, 
With perfect and ſubſtantial liberty: 

So whereſoeꝰ er the hapleſs bard ſhall be, 


That Freedom's dawn with weak attempt proclaims 1 


That now records the peaſant's piteous woes, 
If poverty be till decreed his lot; 

Whether beneath the fcorching fine he pants, 
Or mid fair Gallia's rich vine- yards trays, 


Ranges, with freedom conſtant by his ſide; 


The pleaſing thonght may frequent chear his breaſt, 
That fair HIBERNIA With HIMSELF is FREE! 
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N B. Inverted car are placrd ar che beginning 
and ending of ſeveral lines, "Vide: Page 11 and 12 
wzbere ebere fhould be mone inſerted. 


